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PART THE FIRST. 



The Shepherd and the Philosopher. 

REMOTE from cities liv'd a Swain, 
UnVex'd with all the cares of gain ; 
His Head was iilver'd o'er with age. 
And long experience made him fage ; 
In fummer's heat and winter*^ cold 
He fed his flock, and penn'^ ^e fold ; 
His hours in chearful labour flew. 
Nor envy nor ambition knew ; 
His wifdom and his honeft fame 
Through all the country rais'd his name. 

A 5 A deep 
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A deep Philofopher (whofe rules 
Of moral life were drawn from fchools) 
The Shepherd's homely cottage fought, . 
And thus explored his reach of thought. 

Whence is thy learning ? Hath thy toil 
O'er books confum'd the midnight-oil ? 
Haft thou old Greece and Rome furvey'd. 
And the vaft fenfe of Pl Alfo weigh'd ? 
Hath' Socrates thy foul refin'd. 
And haft thou fathom'd Tull y's mind ? 
Or, like the wife Ulysses thrown 
By various fates on realms unknown, 
Haft thou through many cities ftray'd. 
Their cuftoms, laws, and manners weigh'd ? 

The Shepherd modeftly reply'd. 
I ne*erthe paths of learning try'd ; 
Nor have 1 roam'd in foreign parts ., 
To read mankind, their laws and arts ; 
For man is praflis'd in difguife, 
He cheats the moft difcerning eyes : 
Who by that fearch fhall wifer grow. 
When we ourfelvcs can never know ? 
The little knowledge I have gain'd. 
Was all from fimple nature drain'd ; 
Hence my life's maxims took their rife. 
Hence grew my fettled hate to vice. 



The daily labours of the bee 
Awake my foul to induftry. 



Who 
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Who can obferve the careful ant. 
And not provide for future want ? 
My dog (the truftieft of his kind) 
With gratitude inflames my mind 3 
I mark his true, his faithful way. 
And in my fervice copy Tray* 
In conflancy and nuptial love, 
I learn my duty from the dove* 
The hen, who from the chilly air. 
With pious wing protects her care ; 
And ev'ry fowl that flies at laxge^ 
Inflru^ls me in a parent's charge. 

From nature too I take my rule, ' - 

To fliun contempt and ridicule. 
I never with important air* 
In converfation over-bear. 
Can grave and formal pafs for wiie. 
When men the folemn owl defpife ? 
My tongue within my lips I rein ; '^•' 

For who talks much, muft talk in vain. 
We from the wordy torrent fly : 
Who liftens t6 the chattering pye ? 
Nor would I, with felonious flight. 
By flealth invade my neighbour's right. 
Capacious animals we hate : 
Kites, hawks, and wolves, deferve their fate. 
Do not we juft abhorrence find 
Againft the toad and ferpent kind : 

But 
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But Mvy, calumny, and fpite. 
Bear ftronger venom in their bite. 
Thus cv*ry ohjeCt of creation 
Caa fumiih hints to contemplation ; 
And from the moft minute and mean 
A virtuous mind can morals glean. 

Thy fame is juft, the fage replies ; 
Thy virtue proves thee truly wife. 
Pride often guides the author's pen. 
Books as afiedled are as men : 
Bat he who ftudies nature's laws. 
From Certain truth his maxims draws ; 
And thofe, without our fchools, fu£ice 
To make men moral, good, and wife. 



TO 



TO HIS HIGHNESS 

WILLIAM 

DUKE OF CUMBERLAND. 



FABLE I. 

The Lion, t/jeTrGiRy andtheTKAVtiLEn. 

ACCEPT, young Prince, the moral lay. 
And in thefe tales mankind furvey ; 
With early virtues plant your breafl. 
The fpecious arts of vice deteft. 

Princes, like beauties, from their youth 
Are (bangers to the voice of truth ^ 
Learn to contemn all praife betimes ; 
For flattery's the nmfe of crimes : 
Friendfhip by fweet reproof is fhown, 
(A virtue never near a throne) ; 
In courts fuch freedom mail offend. 
There none prefumes to be a friend. 
To thofe of your exalted iUtion 
Each courtier is a dedication. 
Mufl I too flatter like the reft. 
And turn my morals to a jeH ? 

The 
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The Mufe difdains to ileal from thofe. 
Who thrive in courts by fulfome profe. 

But fliall I hide your real praife. 
Or tell you what a nation fays ? 
They in your infant- bofom trace 
The virtues of your royal race ; 
In the fair dawning of your mind 
Difcern you gen'rous, siild, and kind : 
They fee you grieve to hear diflrefs. 
And pant already to redrefs. 
Go on, the height of good attain. 
Nor let a nation hope in vain. 
For hence we juftly may preiage . 
The virtues of a riper age. 
True courage (hall your bofom fire. 
And future adlions own your fire. 
Cowards are cruel ; but the brave 
Love mercy, and delight to fave, 

A Tyger roaming for his prey. 
Sprung on a traveler in the way ; ' 
The proftrate game a Lion fpies. 
And on the greedy tyrant flies : 
With mingled roar refounds the wood. 
Their teeth, their claws diftil with blood ;■ 
Till vanquifh'd by the Lion's ftrength. 
The fpotted foe extends his length. 
The Man befought the Ihaggy lord. 
And on his knees for life implor'd. 

His 
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His life the gen'rous hero gave ; ' 

Together walking to his cave. 

The Lion thusl}efppke his gueft. 

What hardy beaft fhall dare conteft 

My matchlcfs ftrength ! You few the fight. 

And muft attefl my pow'r and right, 

Forc'd to forego their native home. 

My ftarving flaves at diilance roam ; 

Within thefe woods I reign alone. 

The boundlefs foreft is my own. 

Bears, wolves, and all the favage brood. 

Have dy'd the regal den with blood. 

Thefe carcafles on either hand, 

Thofe bones that whiten all the land. 

My former deeds and triumphs tell. 

Beneath thefe jaws what numbers fell. 

True, fays the Man, the ftrength I few 
Might well the brutal nation awe : 
But fhall a monarch, brave like you. 
Place glory in fo falfe a view ? 
Robbers invade their neighbours right. 
Be lov'd : let juftice bound your might. 
Mean are ambitious heroes boafts. 
Of wafted lands and llaughter'd hoils^ 
Pirates their power by murders gain. 
Wife kings by love and mercy reign. 
To me your clemency hath fliown 
The virtue worthy of a throne. 
Heav'n gives you pow'r above the reft. 
Like Heav'n to fuccour the diftreft. 
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The cafe is plain, the Monarch faid ; 
Falfe glofy hath my youth mifled ; 
For bcaft of prey, a fervile train. 
Have b^n the flatterers of my reign. 
You r^uToh well. Yet tell me, friend. 
Did ever you in courts attend ? 
For all my fawning rogues agree 
That human heroes rule like me. 

• F A B L E II. 

The Spaniel and the Cameleon, 

A Spaniel, bred with all the care 
That waits upon a fav'rite heir. 
Ne'er felt correction's rigid hand ; 
Indulged to difobey command. 
In pamper'd eafe his hours were fpent -: 
He never knew what learning meant^' 
finch forward airs, fb pert, fo fmart. 
Were furc to win his lady's heart ; 
Each little mifchief gain'd him praife ; 
How pretty were his fawning ways ! 

The wind was fouth, the morning fair. 
He ventures forth to take the air. 
He ranges all the meadow round. 
And rolls upon the fofteft ground : 
When near him a Cameleon feen. 
Was fcarce diftinguifli'd from the green ; 

Dear 
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Dear emblem of the flalt'ring hoft. 
What, live with clowns ; a genius loft ! 
To cities and the court repair ; 
A fortune cannot fail thee there : 
Preferment ihall thy talents crown. 
Believe me, friend ; I know the town. 

Sir, fays the Sycophant, likeyoo^ 
Of old, politer life I knew : 
Like you, a courtier born and bred ; 
Kings leaned their ear to what I faid. 
My whifper always met fuccefs ; 
The ladies prais'd me for addrefs. 
I knew to hit each conrtier^s paflion. 
And flatter'd every vice in fafhion. 
But Jove who hates the liar's ways. 
At once cut fhort my profp'rous days ; 
And, fentenc'd to retain my nature. 
Transformed me to this crawling creature. 
Doom'd to a life obfcure and mean, 
I wander in the fylvan fcene. 
For Jove the heart alone regards ; 
He punilhes what man rewards. 
How diff'rent is thy cafe and mine I 
With men at leaft you fup and dine $ 
While I, condemn'd to thinneft fare. 
Like thofe I flatter'd, fi^ed o^ air. 



^ ^^V^ 
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FABLE ra. 

Tie Mother, the Nurse, andihi Fairy. 

GIVE me a Ton. The bleffing fent. 
Were ever parents more content ? 
How partial are their doating eyes I 
No child is half fo fair and wife. 

Wak'd to the morning's pleating care^ 
The Mother rofe» and fougl^her heir. 
She faw the Nurfe, like one pofTefs'd, 
With wringing hands, and ibbbing bread. 

Sure fome difafter has befell : 
Speak, Nurfe ; I hope the boy is well. 

Dear Madam, think not me to blame ; 
Invifible the Fairy came : 
Your precious babe is hence convey'd. 
And in the place a changeling laid. 
Where are the father's mouth and noCe, 
The mother's eyes, as black as floes ? 
Seeherci a ihocking aukward creature. 
That fpeaks a fool in ev'ry feature. 

The woman's blind, the Mother cries ; 
I fee wit fparkle in his eyes. 

Lord ! Madam, what a fquinting leer t 
No doubt the Fairy hath hten here. 

Juft asflie fpoke, a Pigmy Sprite 
Pops through the key hole, fwift as light ; 

Perch'd 
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Perch'd on the cradle's top he ftands. 
And thus her folly reprimands. 

Whence fprong the vain conceited lie. 
That we the world with fools fupply ? 
What ! give our ^rightly race away^ 
For the dull helplefs fons of clay I' 
Befidesy by partial fbndnefs ihowR, 
Like yoo we doat upon ottr own. 
Where yet was ever found a mother. 
Who'd give her booby for another ? 
And fhould we change with human breed. 
Well might we pafs for fools indeed. 

F A B L E IV. 

The Eagle, and the AJfemhly of Animals* 

AS Jupiter's all-feeing eye 
Survey'd the worlds beneath the iky. 
From this fmall fpeck of earth werefent. 
Murmurs and founds of difcontent; 
Forev'ry thing alive complain'd. 
That he the hardeft life fuftain'd. 
Jove calls his Eagle. At the word 
Before him (lands the royal bird. 
The bird, obedient, from heav'n's height. 
Downward diredls his rapid flight ; 
Then cited ev'ry living thing. 
To hear the mandates of his king. 
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Ungrateful creatuits^ whence arife 
Thefe murmurs which offend the fkics ? 
Why this difordcr ? fay the caufe : 
For juft are Jove's eternal laws. 
Let each his^d^content reveal. 
To yon four l>bg I £rfl appeal. 

Hard is my lot, the Hound replies. 
On what Heet nerves the Greyhound flies ! 
While I, with weary ilep and (low. 
O'er plains, and vales, and mountains go. 
The morning fees my chafe begun. 
Nor ends it till the fetting fun. 

When (fays the Greyhound) I purfue. 
My game is loil, or caught in view ; 
Beyond my fight the prey's fecure : 
The Hound is flow, but always fure. 
And had I his fagacious fcent, 
Jove ne'er had heard my difcontent. 

The Lion crav'd the Fox^s art ; 
The Fox, the Lion*s force and heart. 
The Cock implor'd the Pigeon's flight, 
Whofe wings were rapid, itrong, and light : 
The Pigeon ftrength of wing defpis'd. 
And the Cock's matchlefs valour priz'd : 
The Fiihes wifh'd to graze the plain ; 
The Beafts to fkim beneath the main. 
Thus, envious of another's flate,. 
Each blam'd the partial hand of Fate. 

The 
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The bird of heav'n then ciy'd aloud, 
Jove bids difperfe the murm'ring croud ; 
The God rejcfts.your idle pr'ajrers. 
Would ye, rebellious mutineers. 
Entirely change your name and nature. 
And be the very cnvy*d creature ? 
What, filent all, «nd tSMie confent I 
Be happy -Uien, and learn content : 
Nor imitate the r^eft mind. 
And proud amhitioii of mankind^ 

FABLE V. 

The Wild Boar and the Ram. 

AGainft an elm a fheep was ty'd. 
The butcher's knife in blood was dy*d : 
The patient flock, in filent fright. 
From far beheld the horrid fight. 
A favagelo^Ty who near them flood. 
Thus mock'd to fcorn the fleecy brood. 

All cowards fhould be ferv'd like you. 
See, fee, your mard'rer is in view : ^ 

With purple hands, and reeking knife. 
He ftrips the fkin yet warm with life : 
Your quartered fires, your bleeding dams. 
The dying bleat of harmlefs lambs, < 
Call for revenge. O ftupidrace! 
The heart that wants revenge, is bafe. 

I grant* 
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Igranty an ancient Ram replies. 
We bear no terror in our eyes : 
Yet think us not of foul fo tame, ^ 
Which no repeated wrongs. inflame; 
Infenfible of ev'ry ill, 
Becaufe we want thy tu&s to kilL 
Know, thofe who violence purfue. 
Give to themfelves the vengeance due ; 
For in thefe maflacres they find 
The two chief plagues that wade mankind. 
Our fldn fuppHes the wrangling bar. 
It wakes their flumb'ring fons to war ; 
And well revenge may reft contented. 
Since drums and parchment were invented. 

FABLE VI. 

7he Miser and Plutus. 



THE wind was high, the ^^^<^l|y^^^' 
With fudden ftart the Mifer wakes ; 
Along the filent room he ftalks ; 
Looks back, and trembles as he walks ! 
Each lock and ev'ry bolt he tries. 
In ev'ry creek and corner pries. 
Then opes the cheft with treafure ftor'd. 
And ftands in rapture o'er his hoard. 
But now, with fudden qualms poffeft. 
He wrings his hands, he beats his bread. 

By 
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By confcience ftungy he wildly fUres; 
And thus his guilty foul declarest 

Had the deep e;urth her ftorea confin'd. 
This heart had known fweet peace of mind. 
But virtue's fold. Good gods ! what price 
Can recompenfe the pangs of vice ! 
O bane of good ! feducing cheat I 
Canman, weakman, thy power defeat ? 
Gold banifh'd honour from the mind. 
And only left the name behind ; 
Gold fow'd the world with ev*ry ill ; 
Gold taught the murderer's fword to kill : 
'Twas gold inftrudled coward-hearts. 
In treachery's more pernicious arts. 
Who can recount the mifchiefs o'er ? 
Virtue refides on earth no more ! 

He fpoke, and figh'd« In angry mood, 
Plutusy his gody before him flood. 
The Mifer trembling, lock'd his cheft ; 
The Vifion frown'd, and thus addreft. 

Whence is this vile ungrateful rant f 
Each fordid rafcal's daily cant. 
Did I, bafe wretch, corrupt mankind ? 
The fault's in thy rapacious inind. 
Becaufe my bleffings are abus'd, 
Muft I be cenfur'd, curs'd, accus'd ? 
Ev'n virtue's felf by knaves is made 
A cloak to carry on the trade ; 
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And 
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And power (when lodg'd in their po£ei!ion) 
Grows tyranny, and rank opprcflion. 
Thus, when the villain crams his chcll. 
Gold is the canker of the breafi; 
*Tis avarice, infolence, and pride. 
And ev'ry fhocking vice beiide. 
But when to virtuous hands 'tis givea. 
It blefles, like the dews of hf^ven : 
Like heav'n, it hears the orphan's cries. 
And wipes the teairs from widows' eyes ^ . 
Their crimes on gold ihall mifers lay. 
Who pawnM their fordid fouls for pay ? 
Let bravoes then (when blood is fpiit) 
Upbraid the paffive fword with guilt. 

F A B L E VIL 

TheLioSy theYoXy and the Geese. 

A Lion, tir'd with ftate affairs, 
Quit^ iick of pomp, and worn with cares, 
Refolv'd (remote from noife and ilrife) 
In peace to pafs his latter life. 

It was proclaim'd ; the day was fet : 
Behold the gen'ral council met. 
The Fox was Viceroy nam'd. The crowd 
To the new Reg«it humbly bow'd. 
Wolves, bears, and mighty tygers bend, 

And Arive who moft ihall condefcend. 

He, 



F A B jL £ 8. 2^ 

lie ftrait affiunes.a jEbic^n pace» 
CoUeds his wifdomfa his ikpe. 
The crowd ad,;B^ hk wit, his feafe : 
Each word; ^a;h,;weight and confeqiKnce. 
The flatt'rer all his art difplays : 
He who hath power, is fare of praife. 
A Fox fleft Arth Wore'the reft. 
And thus the fenrile throng addreft. 
How valt his talen(s, ^ born, tq ri;ile. 

And train*din Virtnc^s hbnefl fchool ! 

What clemency, Jiisteinpcr fw^yf ! 

How ancoi'rupt are aJJ his >yays I 

Beneath his condud and coinniand 

Rapine fhall ceafe to .^vafle tthe land. 

His brain hath"^rat?|gem.^ijc(.i^^^^^ ; , 

Prudence an^.mercy f yl^ hi,s ^arlj ;.• . . 

What bleifins[s maft attend the Nation . . 

Under this good, adminifbatipni . 

He faid. A Goble, .who diftant ftooj. 
Hanu^'d a^su*t the jC^kUng brood. 

Wkene'er I hear a fcn^y? cpixifljead. 
He bidsjne fhvin, !bi? woftfey f;i^nd^ 
What praiie ! what jnighjty iC0iniiiisndati9n ! 
But 'twas a Fox who fpoke th' oration. 
Foxes this government n^ay, priEe, 
As gentle, plentl^^l, .a|^4.j«ifr>;., 
If they enjoy thefi? ;fiyeets, .'tiR^lain 
We Geefe muft ,fee\ a tyxant .reigiw 

Vol. IV. B WYsax 
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What havock now fliall thiVi our race. 
When ev'ry petty cleric in pface. 
To prove hi^ taftc, and ftcAi polite, ■ 
Will feed on Geefc both n^km and night! 
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"Tbi Lady [and the W a5P. * 

WHAT whifpcrs moft the Beauty bear f 
What hourly nonfenfe haunts her ear ! 
Whe^e-e*er her tyts difpenfe their charms. 
Impertinence around her fwarms. 
Did not the teftder honfenfe ftrrke. 
Contempt and fcorH might look diflike ; 
Forbidding airs might thin the place. 
The ilighteft flap a fly caji chafe. 
But who can drive the nftm'rous breed ? 
Chafe one, another will fucceed. 
Who knows a fool, innft know his brother ; 
One fop will recommend another : 
And with this plague fliers rightly curfl, 
Becaufe flie liften'd to the flrft. 

As Doris, at her toilette's duty. 
Sat meditating on her beautyi^ 
She now was penflve, now was t^yi 
And loll'd the inltry hours away. 
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As thus in indolence (he lies, 
A giddy Wafp around her flies. . 
He now advances,, now retires^ x 

Now to Ker neck and clieek afpires. 
Her fan in vain defends her charms ; 
Swift he returns, again alarms ; 
For by repulfe he bolder grew, 
Ferch'd on her lip and flpt the dew. 

She frowns, (he frets. Good gods ! ihe cries, 
Proted me from thefe teazing flies ! 
Of all the plagnes that heav'n hath fent, 
A Wafp is moft impertinent. 

The hovering infed thus complain'd. 
Am I then flighted, fcorn'd, difdain'd ? 
Can fuch offence your anger wake ? 
'Twas beauty caus'd the bold miftake. 
Thofe cherry lips that breathe perfume. 
That cheek fo ripe with youthful bloom. 
Made me with ftrong defire purfue 
The fairefb peach that ever grew. 

Strike him not, J^nnt, Doris cries. 
Nor murder Wafps like vulgar flifcs : * 

For though he's free (to do him right) 
The creature's civil and polite. 

In ecftafies away he pofts ; 
Where-e'er he came, the favour boads ; 
Brags how her fweeteft tea he fips. 
And fhews the fugar on hi^ lips. 

B a The 
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The hint alarmM the forward crew. 
Sure of fucccfs, away they flew. 
They (hare the dakitiesofthe day. 
Round her with airy muiic play i 
And now they£uttor, now they reft. 
Now foar again, and fkim, her bread. 
Nor were they baniib'd, till flle-fbadd 
That Wafps have ftings, and felt the wound. 

FAB L E IX. 

The Bull and the Mastiff. 

SEEK you to train* yonr favorite boy ? 
Each caiition, 'ev'ry care employ : 
And ere ydt! vijirttihj tx> confide. 
Let his pi'ted^itttt's- h*art be try'd : 
Weigh ^WlPKIs^mttlftefs, Kfe; »and fcopc ; 
On thcfe depends thy "future hope. 

As on a time, in peaceful reign, 
A Bull enjoy'd the. 6Dw'ry plai», 
A Mafliff |»afs'd ; inflajn'd with ire, ■ 
His eye- balls (hot indignant itit ; 
He foam'd, he rag'd wicli third ef blood. 

Spurning the ground the monarch flood, 
A nd roar'd aloud. S i^^end ihe iight ; 
In a whole ikin, go deep tO'^ght : 
Or tell me, ere the battle rage, 
What wrongs provoke thee to engage ? 

Is 
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Is it ambition fir«i thy breft^. 
Or avarice that ne'er can reft ? . 
From thefe alone onjuftly iprings 
The world-deAroying wrath of king^. 

The furly MafdSf thus returns. 
Within my bofom. glory burns. 
Like heroes of eternal name. 
Whom poets £ng, I fight for fame. 
The butcher's fpirit-ftirring mind, 
To daily war my youth inclin'd ; 
He train 'd me to heroic deed ; 
Taught me to cpnq^uer^ or to bleed. 
Curs'dDog, theSuUreply'di i^m^rt . 
I wonder at thy thisft of gpce ; 
For thotf (beneath a butcher train'd^^ 
Whofe hands with cruelty are ilain'd; 
His daily murders in thy view) *^ 

Mufty like thy tutQr, blood puxfUe. 
Take then thy fete. With goring woun4t 
At once he lifts him fiom the ground; 
Aloft the fprawling hero flies. 
Mangled he falls, he howls, and dies, 

FABLE X. 



T 



75^^ Elephant and the Bookseller. 

'HE man who with undaunficd tjoxU 
Sails unknown feas, to unknown foils, 

B 3 ^'^^Cew 
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y^iih various wonders feafts his fight: 
What ftranger wonders docs he write ! 
We read, and in defcription view 
Creatures which Adam never knew : 
For, when we riik no contradiction. 
It prompts the tongue to deal in fiClion. 
Thofe things that (kartle me or you, 
J grant arc ftrange ; yet may be true. 
V/ho doubts that Elephants are found 
For fcience and for fenfe renown'd ? 
BoRRi records their ilrength of parts. 
Extent of thought, and (kill in arts ; 
How they perform the law's decrees, 
And fave the itate the hangman's fees ; 
And how by travel underftand 
The language of another land. 
Let thofe who quellion this report, 
^To Pliny's ancient page reibrt. 
Howlearn'd was that fagacious breed ! 
Who now (like them) the Greek can read ! 

As one of thefe, in days of yore, 
Rummag'd a ihop of learning o*er ; 
Not, likeour modern dealers, minding 
Only the margin's breadth and binding ; 
A book his curious eye detains, 
Where, with exadleft care and pains. 
Were ev'ry beaft and bird portray 'd, 
That e'er the fearch of man furvey'd. 



Their 
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Their natures and their powers wiwe Writ, 
With all the pride of human wit. 
The page he with attention fpread. 
And thus remarked on what he read. 

Man with Arong reafon is endow'd. ' 

A beaA fcarce inflindt is allowed. 
But let this author's worth be try'd, 
'Tis plain that neither was his guide. 
Can he difcern the diiF'rent natures. 
And weigh the pow'r of other creatures. 
Who by the partial work hath fhown 
He knows fo little of his own ? 
How falily is the/fpaniel dniwn ! 
Did man from him fidi learn to hewn ? 
A dog proficient in the trade ! 
He, the chief flatt'rer nature made ! 
Go, Man, the ways of courts difcern. 
You'll find afpaniel ftiU. might learn. 
flow can the fox's theft and plunder 
Provoke his cenfure or his wonder ? 
From courtiers tricks, and lawyers arts. 
The fox might well improve his parts. 
The lion, wolf, and tyger's brood, 
Hecurfes, for their OAjIr^f blood: 
But is not man to mail>4 prey ?. 
Beads kill for hunger, men for pay. 

The Bookfeller, who heard him fpeak. 
And fawhim turn a page of Greek, 

B 4' * Thought, 
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Thought; wha( a guiuu^ have tfoojod ! . 
Then thua addre£{'d widh bovtr ]fti]ijfb%nd. 

Learn'd Six, if you'd employ your pea 
Againft the fcnfeleCs fons of men. 
Or write thd hiftory of Sucm, 
No man is better pay thani I axrt ; i : 
Or, fince you're leara'drin Greek, let -s. fee/ 
Something againft the Trinity. 

When wrinkling with a fneer his trunk, . 
Friend, quoth the Elephant, you're drunk ; 
E'en keep your moneys and. be wife.: . . 

Leaveman on man'to.critxcifh; .1 
For that you ne'ercan^wbitrapen.'- 
Amongthcffenfelefs fonslofmon. '• 

They unprovok'd will court the fray : 
Envy's a iharper fpur than pay; 
"No author ever fpar'd abrtrther ;• 
Wit«; are game-cocks ta.oii^atiQthieiv .1 .. 

F A B L E XL ;■ 

Ti?"^ Peacock, tbeTvKfiZY,amlt/je Goo'st. 

IN beauty faults conffifH^s grpwji . » . 
The fmalleft fpeck is {ejjiii on fno>v. , , ; ., 



As near a barii, by hunger led, 
A Peacock with tic poultry fed ; 
All view'd him with an envious eye, 
Ani mock'd his gaudy pageantry. 



. I."- -> 
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He, confcious of fuperior merits 

Contemns their bafc reviling fpixit ;, 

His ftate and dignity aflumes. 

And to the fun difplays his plumes ^ 

Which, like the heav'n's o'er-arching fties. 

Are fpangled with a thoufand eyes. 

The circling rays, and varied lights 

At once confound their dazaled fight : 

On ev'ry tongue detra^ion buri»» 

And malice prompts their fpleen by turns. 

Mark, with what infolence and pride. 
The creature tsrfees his haughty f(ride. 
The Turkey cries. Can fpleen contain ? 
Sure never bard was half fo vais ! ^ 

But were intrinfic merit feen. 
We Turkies have the whiter fkiiL ' " . » \ 

From tongue to tongue they caught abuA ;" 
And next was heard the hiffing Goofe. 
What hideous legs ! what^fitthy claws ! 
I fcom to cenfore little fiaws. 
Then what a horrid fquiding thrcrat f 
Ev'n owls are frighted at the notci 
True. Thofe are faults, the Peacock cries^; 
My fcream, my fhanks you may detpife : 
But fuch blind critics rail in vain : ^ 

What, overlook my radiant train! 
Know, did my legs (your fcorn and fpOrt)^ 
The Turkey or the Goofe fapport, » 

B 5 And 
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And did ye fcream witl^ harflier found, 
1 hofe faults in you had ne'er been found : 
To all apparent beauties blind. 
Each blemifh ilrikes an envious mind. 

Thus in aflemblies have I feen 
A nymph of brighteft charms and mien. 
Wake envy in each ugly face ; 
And buzzing fcandal fills the place. 



F A B L E XII. 

Cupid, Hymen, and Plvtvs. 

AS Cupid in Cythera's grove 
Employed the leifer powers of love ; 
Some fhape the bow, or fit the firing ; 
Some give the taper ihaft its wing. 
Or turn the polifh'd quiver's mould. 
Or head the ds^rts with tempered gold : 

Amidfl their toil and various care. 
Thus Hymen, with affuming air, 
Addrefs'd the God. Thou purblind chit. 
Of aukward and ill-judging wit. 
If matches are no better made. 
At once I mull forfwear my trade. 
You fend me fuch ill-coupled folks* 
That 'tis a (hame to fell them yokes. 

They 
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They fquabble for a pin, a feather. 

And wonder how they came together. 

The hufband's fuUen, dogged/ Ihy, 

The wife grows flippant in reply ; 

He loves command and due reft ridlion ; 

And (he as well likes contradi&ion : . 

Shp never (laviffaly fubmits ; 

She*ll have her will, or have her fits. 

He this way iw> ^e t'other draj^s ; 

The man grows jealous, and witl^'caufe. 

Nothing can fave him but^ divorce ; 

And here the wifecomplieV of courfe. 
When, fays the Boy, had I to do 

With either yoar affairs or joa ? 
I never idly fpend my darts ; . 

Yon trade in mercenary hearts. 
For feukments the lawyer's fee'd ; 
Is my hand witnefs to the deed'? 
If they like cat and dog agree. 
Go rail at Plutas, not at me. • 

Flutus appeared,' andfaid, ^Tit true. 
In marriage gold is all their view : 
They feek not beauty, wit, or fenfe ; 
And Jove is'feldomthe pretence^ 
All oiler incenfe at my fhrine. 
And I alone the bargain fign. 
How can Belin da blame her fate ? 
She only aik'd a gre^t eilate. 

Doris 
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Doris was ric& enough, *d$ true ; 
Hex lord miift give her tide too : 
And ev'ry man, or rich or poor, 
A fortune aiks, and sJks no more. 

Av'nce, whatever fhape it bears, 
Mttft fUll be coupled with its cares. 

FABLE Xni. 

'TBe tame Stag. "' 

AS a young Stag the thicket pad. 
The branchy held hia antlers faft ;. 
A clown, who faw the captive hung, 
Acrofs the horns his halter fl'ung. 

Now fafely hamper 'd in the cofd,. . . ,. y 
He bore the prefent to his lord. . . , 

His lord was pleasM ; as was the clown. 
When he was tip'd with half a. crown. 
The Stag was brought before hv wife ; 
The tender lady begg'd his Jif(p. 
How deck's the (kin ! .)^)v fpeck'd like eripine f 
Sore never creature was fb charmingv!. - 

At firft within the yard coniin'd,. 
He flies and hides from all mankind ; 
Now bolder grown » with fix'd anuu^ 
And diftant awe prefiimcs to gaze ; , / ^ 

Munches 
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Manches the linen on the lines, 
And on a hood or apron dines : 
He (lealft my Uttle mailer's bread. 
Follows the §&r¥wtit» ta be fed! : 
Nearer and nearer now he fiaiids» 
To feel the praift of ^tii^ bands' ; 
Examines ev'ry M for mea^ 
And though repuls'd^. diidnns relrtzt : 
Attacks again with Itiett'd horns 9 
And man, thstwasibis tenl^r, £e^ns^ 

Such is the country maiden*$ fright. 
When Brft a red coat is in fight ; 
Behind the door fhe hides her face : 
Next time ^t diilance eyes the Iace» 
She now can all his terrors ftand^ 
Nor from his fqueeze witfidraws her hand. 
She plays familiar in his arms. 
And ev'ry foldier hath his charms. ; 

From tent to tent die Ipreads her flame ; 
For cuilom conquers fear and ^ame. 

F A RfcE XIV. 

The MoNKHY wba hadfetn the world. 

A Monkey to refbrm the^times, 
Refolv'd'tchrifit fbrtSgh climes : 
For men in diftant fegiiihs-foitm 
To bring politer manners home. 
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So forth he fares, all toil defies : 
Misfortune ferves to make as wife. 

At length the treacherous fnare was laid ; 
Poor Pug was caught, to town convey'd. 
There fold. (How envy'd was his doom. 
Made captive in a lady's rogm !} 
Proud as a lover of his chains. 
He day by. day her favour gains. 
Whene'er the duty of the day 
The toilette cal^ ; ;with mixnic play- 
He twirles her knots, he cracks her fan. 
Like any other Gentleman. 
In viiits too his parts a&d wit. 
When jells grew dull, were fure to hit. 
Proud with applaufe, he thodght^his mind 
In ev'ry courtly art refined ; 
Like* Orpheus burnt with public zeal. 
To civilize the monkey weal : 
So watch'd occafion, broke his chain. 
And fought his native woods again. 

The hairy fylvans round him prefs, 
Aftonillh'd at his ftrut and drefs. 
Some praife his fleeve; an* others' glote 
Upon his rich embroider'd coat j 
His dapper periwig commending. 
With the black tail behind depending ; 
His powdered back, ^boye, below. 
Like hoary frolls, or fleecy fnow : 

: But 
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But all with envy and deiire, 

His flutt'ring ihoulder-knot admire. 

Hear and improve^ he pci-tly cries ; 
I come to make a nation wife. 
Weigh your own worth ; fupport your place. 
The next in rank to human race. 
In cities long J pafs'd my days, 
Convers'd with men» and learn'd their ways. 
Their drefs, their courtly manners fee ; 
Reform your date, and copy me. n 
Seek ye to thrive j in flattery deal ; 
Yourfcorn, your hate, fifith thai conceal. 
Seem only to regard yotir firttnds. 
But ufe them for your, private ends. 
Stint not to truth the fl6w of wit $ 
Be prompt to lie wheneVr 'tis fit. 
Bend all your force to fpatter merit ; 
Scandal is converfation's Qarit. 
Boldly to cv*ry thing prettfnd. 
And men your talents (hall commend. 
] knew the great. Obferve me right ; 
So (hall you grow like man polite. 

He fpoke, and bow'd. With mutt*ring jaws 
The wond*ring circle grinned applkuie. 

Now, warm withmslHce, envy, fpite. 
Their moil obliging friends they bite ; 
And fond to copy human ways, 
PrafUfe new mifchiefs all their days. 

Thus 
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Thus the dull lad^ too tall for fchool. 
With travel finises the fool ; 
Studious of ev'ry coxcomb's airs. 
He drinks, games, dre^es, whores, and fwears; 
O'erlooks with fcorn all viituous arts. 
For vice is fitted to his jparts. 
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The PHiLosoPHKk and the Pheasants* 

THE Sage, awak'd at earlj day, 
Through th0 dcepforeA took his way ; - 
Drawn by the mufic 9f the groves, 
Along the winding gloom he rovei : 
From tree to tree, the warbling throats 
Prolong the fweet altemate notes. 
But where he pad, he tenor threw, 
'^he fong broke ihort, the warblers flew ; 
The thrufhes chatter'd with affright. 
And nightingales^ abhorr'd his fight : 
All animals before him ran. 
To Ihun the hateful fight of man. 

Whence is this dread of ev'fy creature ? 
Fly they our ^%ViTe or our nature ? 

As thus be walk'd in mufing thought. 
His ear imperfect accents caught ; 

With 
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■ With cautious ftcphe nearer drew. 
By the thick fhadeconceard from view. 
High on the branch a Pheafant flood, 
Around her all the lift'ning biood j 
Proud of the bleffings of her neft. 
She thus a mpther V care exprefs-d. 

No dangers here (hall circumvent. 
Within the woods enjoy content. 
Sooner the hawk or vulture trufl 
Than man ; of animals the worlt. 
Jn him ingratitude you find, 
A vice peculiar to the Kind. 
Theiheep, whole annual'fieece is dy'd, 
To g^ard hia Health', and fi^e his pride, 
Forc'd from his fold and native plaiii, 
Is in the criiel fliaitiblcs flain. 
The fwarnts, wlib. With irtduftrious fkill. 
His hives with waic and honey ^11', 
In vain whole fumtner days etaploy'd. 
Their flores aJ-efold, the race deftroy'd*. 
What tribute froili the goofe is^ paid ! 
Does not her wing all faience aid } 
Does it not lovers* hearts e;e^idn, 
And drudge to* raift- Ae merchant's g«fe ^ 
What nov/ rewarA Am ^eiiti^l' ttfe V 
He takes the ^uil'ls^^ stad e«t& the goofe. 
Man then avoid, deleft hiB wa[y»t 
So fafety {hall prelMg yoof d^y9. 

When 
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When ferviccs are thus acquitted. 
Be Aire we Pheafants mail be fpitted. 

FABLE XVI. 

The Pin and the Needle. 

A Pin who long had ferv'd a beauty. 
Proficient in the toilette's duty. 
Had form'd her fleeve, coniin'd her hair,* 
Or giv*n her knot a fmarter ah, 
Now neareft to her heart was plac'd. 
Now in her manteau's tail difgrac'd : 
But could ihe partial fortune blame„ 
Who faw her lovers ferv'd the fame ? ^ 

At length from all her honours caft. 
Through various turns of life ihe paft ; 
Now glitter'd on a taylor's arm ; 
Now kept a beggar's infant warm ; 
Now, rang'd within a mifcr's coat. 
Contributes to his yearly groat ; 
Now, raisM again from low approach. 
She vifits in the doftor's coach ; ^ 

Utrtf there, by various fortune toft. 
At laft in GreQiam-hall was loft. 
Charm'd with the wonders of the fhow. 
On ev>y fide, above, below. 
She how of this or that inquires. 
What leaft was underftood admires. 
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'Tis plain, each thing fo Ibuck her mind. 
Her head's of virtuofo kind. 

And pray what's this, and this, dear Sir ? 
A needle, fays the interpreter. 
She knew the name. And thus the fool 
Addrefs'd her as a taylor's tool. 

A Needle with that £lthy iione, 
Quite idle, all with ruft o'er-grown ! 
You better might epiploy your parts, . 
And aid the fempib^fs in her arts. 
But tell me how the friendihip grew. 
Between that poultry flint and you ? 

Friend, Ays the Needle, ceafe to blame ; 
I follow refl worth and fame. 

Know'ft i^oa the loadfione's power and art. 

That virtue virtues can impart ? 

Of all his talents 1 partake. 

Who then can fuch a friend fbrfake ? 

•Tis I direct the pilot's hand 

To fhun the rocks and treacherous fand : 

By me the diflant world is known, 

And either India is our owm. 

Had I with milliners been bred. 

What had I been ? the guide of thread. 

And drudg'd as vulgar Needles do. 

Of no more confequence than you. 
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FABLE XVII. 

n)e Shepherd's Dog and the WoLr* 

A Wolf, with hunger fierce and bold, 
Ravag'd the plains, and thinn'd the fold : 
Deep in the wood fecare he lay. 
The thefts of night regalM the day. 
In vain the fhepherd's wakeful care 
Had fprcad the toils and watch'd the fnare : 
In vain the dog purfu'd his pace. 
The fleeter robber ntock'd the chace. 

A% Lightfoot rang'd the foreft roond. 
By chance his foe's retreat he found. 

Let us awhile the war fafpend. 
And reafon as from friend to friend* 

A truce ? replies the Wolf. Tis doae. 
The dog the parl^. thus begun. 

How can that flrong intrepid mind 
Attack a weakdefbncelefs kind ? 
Thofe jaws fhonld prey on nobler food. 
And drink the boai*l and lion'ft blood. 
Great fouls with, generoua pity owelty 
Which coward tyrants never felt. 
How harmlef» is our fleecy care ! 
Be brave, and let thy. mercy ipare. 

Friend, fays the Wolf, the matter weigh | 
Nature deiign'd us beafls of prey ; 

As 
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As fuchy when hunger finds a treaty 
'Tis neceflary Wolves fhould cat. 
If mindful of the bleating weal. 
Thy bofom burn with real zeal ; 
Hence, and.thy tyrant lord befeecb. 
To him repeat die moving fpeech : 

A Wolf eats ihecp but now and then» 

Ten thousands are devoured by men. 

An open foe may prove a csrfe. 

But a pretended friend is worfe. 

FABLE XVm. 

The Paiktbk nuhopUafed nobody andeverfhoiy^ 

LEST men fnfpedl your tale untrue. 
Keep probability in view. 
The trav'ler, leaping o'er thofe bounds. 
The credit of his book confounds. 
Who with his tongue hath armies routed, 
Makes ev'n-his real courage doubted. 
But flatt'ry never feems abfurd ; * 

The flatter'd always take your word ; 
Impofiibilities feem juil ; 
They cake the ftrongeft praife on truft. 
Hyperboles, tho* ne'er fo great. 
Will ftill come fhort of felf conceit. 



So very like a Painter drew, 
Thatev*ry eye the picture knew ; 



Ke 
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He hit complexion, feature, ^ir. 

So juft the life itfelf was there. 

No flatt'ry, with his colours laid. 

To bloom reftor'd the faded maid : 

He gave each mufcle all its ftrength ; 

The mouth, the chin, the nofc's length, . 

His honed pencil touch'd with truth. 

And mark'd the date of age and youth- 
He loft his friends, his practice fail'd ; 

Truth ihou Id not always \>g reveal' d; 

In dufty piles his pidures lay. 

For no one fent the fecond pay. 

Two buftos, fraught with ev*ry grace, 

A Venus' and Apollo's face. 

He plac'd in view, rcfolv'd to pleafe. 

Whoever fat he drew from thefe. 

From thefe corrected ev^ry feature. 

And fpirited each aukward creature. 

All things were fet ; the hour was come. 

His paUet ready o'er his thumb. 

My Lord appear'd^ and feated right 

In proper attitude and light. 

The Fainter look'd, he fltetch'd the piece. 

Then dipt his pencil, talk'd of Greece, 

Of Titian's tints, of Guioo's air ; 

Thofe eyes, my Lord, the fpirit there 

Might well aRxPHASL's hand require. 

To give them all the native fire ; 

The 
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The feature fxaught with fenfe and wit. 
You'll grant are very hard "to hit ; 
But yet with patience you fhall view 
As much as psdnt and art can do. 

Obferve the work. My Lord reply'd. 
Till now I thought iny mouth was wide ; 
Befidesy my nofe, is fomewhat long ; 
Dear Sir, for me, 'tis faa too young. 
Oh i pardon me, the artift cry'd. 
In this we punters muft decide. 
The piece cv'n conmion eyes mud ftrike, 

1 warrant it extremely like. 
My Lord examined it a-new ; 

No looking-glafs feem'd half fo true. 

' A Lady came, with borrow'd grace 

He from his Venus form'd her face. 

Her lover prais'd the Painter's art ; 

So like the pidure in his heart ! 

To ev'ry age fome charm he lent ^ 

Ev'n Beauties were almoft content. 
Through all the town his art they prais'4 ( 

Hit cuftom grew, hn price was rais'd* 

Had he the real likeneis ihown. 

Would any man the pidnre own ? 

But when thus happily he wrought. 

Each found the likenefs in his thought. 
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FABLE XIX. 

The .LiOK aud.ibe.CvB. ., 

HOW fond are men of rule and place^ 
Who court it from the mean aiid bafc ! 
Thefe cannot bear aq equal nigh, . . ^ ^ / 
But from fuperior menit Ry,, ,.. ' 

They love the cellar's vujgar joke, 
And lofe their Jiours in ale and fmoke. , . 
There o'er fome petty club. prefide;. ' ' 

So poor, fo paltry is their pride ! 
Nay, ev'n with fools whole nights, w^ill f}t»t ^. 
In hopes to be fupreme in vyit. , , 

If thefe can re^id, to thef^ I vyritje, - , i ,.w 
To fet their worth in trui^ )jight. . ^ ^ r ' . 

A Lion-cub, of fordid iriind, 
Avoided all the lion kind ; 
Fond of applaufe, he fought the fcafts ' ^ 
Of Tdigar and ignoble beads; • » i 

With alTcy all his time he fpenti . .j i.IlI 

Their club's perpetuftl prefident. • ' ' ' 

He caught their manners, looks «i«d airs ; 
An afs in every thing, but tars I 
If e'er his highnefs meant a joke. 
They grinn'd applaufe before he fpoke ; 
But at each word what (houts of praifc ! 
Good gods I how natural he brays ! 

Elate 
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. Elate with Hsitt'iy and conceit. 
He feeks his royal fire's retreat ; 
Forward, and fond to (how his juuts. 
His Highnefs brays ; the Lion ftarts. 

Puppy, that curj^ yociferadon 
Betrays thy life ana converfation : 
Coxcombs, an ever-noiiy race. 
Are trumpets of their own difgrape. 

Why To feyere ? the Cub replies ; 
Our fenate always held me wi£s. 

How weak isfuidei returns die ^re ; 
All fools are vain, when fools admire f 
But know, what flupidafles price, 
Lions and noble beafts defpiie. 

FABLE XX.. 

the Old Hem mdtbe Cock* 



R 



Eftrain yomx child ; you'll foon bdieve 
The text' which Ays, wc'<priing £rom EtE. 



As an old Hen led forth her train. 
And feem'd to peck to 4hew the ;grain ; 
She rak'd the chaff, Ihe fcratch'd the ground. 
And glean'd the fpacious yard around. 
A giddy chick, to try her wings. 
On the well's narrow margin ^ings, 

WoL. IV. C And 



JO F- A B L E S. 

And prone flie drops. The Mother's broaft 
All day with forrow was poffcfsM. 

A Cock fhc mc^ ; her fon (he knew ; 
And in her heart affcftion grtw. 

My fon, fayslhe, I grant your years 
Have reach'd beyond a Mother's cares. 
Ifee you vigorous, ftrong, and bold ; 
I hear with joy your triumphs told. 
'Tis not from Cocks thy fate I dread ; * 
But let thy ever-wary tread 
Avoid yon Well ; that fetal place 
Is fure perdition to our race. 
Print this my counfel on thy bread; 
To the jufl gods I leave the reft. 

He thank'd her care : yet day by day 
His bofom burn'd to difobey ; 
And every time the Well he faw, 
^corn'd in his heart the fbolifh law : 
Near and more ijear each day he drew, 
And long'd to try the dang'rous view. 

Why was this idle charge f he criei : 
Let courage female fears defpife. 
Or did fhe doubt my heart was brave» 
And therefore this injunction gave ? 
Or does her harvefl ftore the place, 
A treafure for her younger race ? 
And would fhe thus my fearchpr^ent f 
I ftand refolv'd, and dare th' event. 

Thui 
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Thus faid* He mounts the margin's roundf 
And pries into the depth profounds 
He ftretch'd his neck ; and from below 
With flretching neck advanc'd a foe: 
With wrath his ruffled plumes he rears. 
The foe with ruffled plumes appears : 
Threat anfwer'd threat, his fury grew. 
Headlong to meet the wnr he flew. 
But when the watry death he found. 
He thus lamented as he drown'd. 

I ne'er had been in this condition. 
But for my mother's prohibition. 

FABLE XXI. 

T7)e Rat-catcher and Cats 

H£ rats by night fuch mifchief did, 
Betty was every morning chid. 
They undermin'd whole fides of bacon. 
Her cheefe was fapp'd, her tarts were taken : 
Her pailies, fenc'd with thickefl pafle. 
Were all demolifh'd, and laid wafte. 
She curs'd the Cat for want of duty, 
Who left her foes a conftant booty. 

An Engineer, of noted (kill, 
Engag'd to flop the growing ill. 

From room to room he now furveys 
Their haunts^ their worksj their fecret ways ; 

C 2 Finds 
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FmAs where they Tcape an ambufcade. 
And whence the nightly Tally's made. 

An envions Cat, from place to plaCe, 
Unfeen, attends liis ^lent pace. 
She faw, that, if his trade went on. 
The purring race muft be undone ; 
So, fecretly removes his baits. 
And ev'ry flratagem defeats. 

Again he fets the poifon'd toils. 
And Pufs again the labour foils. 

What foe (to fruftrate my defigns) 
My fchemes thus nigTitly countermines f 
Incens'd, he cries : this very hour 
The wretch 'ftiall bleed beneath my power. 

So faid. A ponderous trap he brought. 
And in tliefaift poor Pufs was caught. 

Smuggler, fays he, thou ihalt be made 
Avidim tbtrurlofs oftr^e. 

The captive Cat with pTteoUs mews 
For pardon, life, and freedom fues. 
A fifler of the fcience ipare ; 
One int'refl is our common care« 

What infolence ! the Man reply'd ; 
Shall Cats with us the game divide ? 
Were all your interloping band 
Extinguifh'd, or expell'd the land. 
We Rat-catchers might raife our fees. 
Sole guardians of a nation's cheefe ! 

A Cat, 
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A Cat, who ikw the lifted knife. 
Thus fpoke, and (av'dher iifter^s life. 

In ev'ry age and clime we fcet 
Two of a trade can ne'er agree. 
Each hates his neighbour forincroachingi 
'Squire fligmatizes 'fquire for poaching ; 
Beauties with beauties are in arms. 
And fcandal pelts each other's charms ; 
Kings too their neighbour kings dethrone. 
In hope to make the world their own. 
But let us limit ^r defires ; 
Not war like beauties, kings, and 'fquir^s : 
For though we both one prey purfue. 
There's game enough for us and you. 

FABLE XXn. 

The GoKt withuta Beard. 
^T^IS certain, that the modifh pafEons 

^ Defcend among the crowd, like fafhions. 
Excnfe me then ; if pride, conceit, 
(The manners of the fair and great) 
I give to monkeys, affes, dogs. 
Fleas, owls, goats, butterflies, and hogs. 
I fay, that thefe are proud. What then ? 
I never faid, they equal men. 

A Goat (as vain sis Goat cai^ be) 
Aff^d jGngularity. 

C 3 ^Vtwv 
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Whene'er a thymy bank he found. 
He roird upon the fragrant ground ; 
And then with fond attention flood, 
Pix'dy o'er his image in the flood. 

I hate my frowzy beard, he cries ; 
My youth is loft in this difguife. 
Did not the females know my vigour. 
Well might they loath this rev'rend figure. 

Refolv'd to fmooth his ftiaggy face. 
He fought the barber of the place. 
A flippant monkey, fpruce and Imart^ 
Hard by, profefs'd the dapper art. 
His pole with pewter bafons hung. 
Black rotten teeth in order flrung ; 
Rang'd cups, that in the window floods 
Lin'd with red rags, to look like blood. 
Did well his threefold trade explain, 
Whoftiav'd, drew teeth, and breath'd a veiii. 

The Goat he welcomes with an air. 
And feats him in his wooden chair : 
Mouth, nofe and cheek the lather hides ; 
Light, fmooth and fwift the razor glides. 

I hopeyour cuftom. Sir, fays pug. ^ 
Sure never fece was half fo fmug ! 

The Goat, impatient for applaufe, 
Swift to the neighboring hill withdraws '^ 
The fliaggy people grinn'd and ftar'd. 

Heighday ! ^(rhat's here ? wichout a beard ! 

Say, 
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Say, brother, whence^thc dire difgrace ? 
What envious hand hath robb'd your f&ce ? 

When thus the fop witji fmiles of fcorn ; . 
Are beards by civil nations worn ? 
Ev'n Mufcovites have mow*d their chins« 
Shall we, like formal Capucins, 
Stubborn in pride, retain the mode. 
And bear about the hairy load ? 
Whene'er we through the village dray. 
Are we not mock'd along the way; 
Infulted with loud (houts of fcorn. 
By boys our beards difgrac'd and torn ? 

Were ypu no more with Goats to dwell. 
Brother, I grant you reafon well. 
Replies a bearded chief. Befide^ 
If boys can mortify thy pride. 
How wilt thdn ftand the ridicule . 
Of our whole flock ? afFeaed fool ! 
Coxcombs, diftinguifli'd from the reft. 
To all but coxcon^bs are a jeil. 
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T^be Old Woman and her Gats. 
'HO friendihip with a knave hath made. 



w 



Is judg'd a partner in the trade. 
The matron who condufts abroad 
A willing nymph, is thought a bawd : 

C 4 And 
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And if a modeft girl is feen 
With one who cures a lorer's fplecn. 
We guefs her not extremely nice. 
And only wiih to know her price. 
*Tis thus, that on the choice of friends 
Our good or evil name depends. 

A wrinkled Hag, of wicked fame, 
Befide a little fmoaky flame 
Sat hovering, pinch'd with age and froft ; 
Kcr fhriveird hands, with veins embofs*d> 
Upon her knees her weight fuftains. 
While pal fy (hook her crazy brains : 
She mumbles forth her backward prayers. 
An untam'd fcold of fourfcore years. 
About her fwarm'd a numerous brood 
Of Cats, . who lank with hunger mew'd. 

Teaz'd with their cries, her choler grew. 
And thus flic fputter'd. Hence, ye crew. 
Fool that I was, to entertain 
Such imps, fuch fiends, a hellilh train ! 
Had ye been never hous'd and nurs'd : 
I, for a witch, had ne'er been curs'd. 
To you I owe, that crowds of boys • 
Worry me with eternal noife ; 
Straws laid acrofs my pace retard. 
The horfe-ihoe's nail'd (each threlhold's guard) 
The ftunted broom the wenches hide. 
For fear that I fiiould up and ride ; 

They 
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They (lick with pins my bleeding feat. 
And bid me (bow my fecret teat. 

To hear yeu prate would vex a faint ; 
Who hath moft reafon of complaint ? 
Replies a Cat. Let's come to proof. 
Had we ne'er ftarv'd beneath your roof. 
We had, like others of our race. 
In credit liv'd, as beafts of chace.: 
'Tis infamy to ferve a hag ; 
Cats are thought imps, her broom a nag ; 
And boys againft our lives combine, 
Becaufe, 'tis faid, your cats have nine. 

FABLE XXIV. 

7he Butterfly and the Snail* 

LL upftarts, infolent in place. 
Remind us of their vulgar race. 

As, in the fan-ihine of the mom, 
A Butterfly (but newly born) 
Sat proudly perking on a rofe ; 
With pert conceit his bofom glows ; 
His wings (all-glorious to behold) 
Bedropt with azure, jet, and gold. 
Wide he difplays ; the fpangled dew 
Reflets his eyes, and various hue. 

C 5 His 
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His now forgotten friend, a Snail, 
Beneath his houfe, with flimy trail 
Crawls o'er the grafs ; whom when he 'fpies^ 
In wrath he to the gard'ner cries : 

What means yon peafant's daily toil,. 
From choaking weeds to rid the foil ? 
Why wake you to the morning's care ^ 
Why with new arts correft the year f 
Why glows the peach with crimfon hue ? 
And why the plumb's inviting blue ? 
Were they to feaft his tafte defign'd. 
That vermin of voracious kinid ? 
Crulh then the flow, the pilf 'ring race ; 
So purge thy garden from difgrace. 

What arrogance ! tlie fnail replyM ; 
How infolent is upflart pride F 
Hadft thou not thus, with in fult vaini 
Provok'dmy patience to complain, 
I had conceal'd thy meaner birth, , 
Nor trac'd thee to the fcum of earth. 
For fcarce nine funs have wak'd the hourr,. 
To fwell the fruit, and paint the flowers. 
Since 1 thy humble life furvey'd. 
In bafe and fordid guife array 'd ; 
A hideous infeiEt, vile, unclean, 
Yo« dragged a flow and noifome train -, 
And from your fpider-bowels drew 
Foul film, and ipun the dirty due. 

Iowa 
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I own my humble life, good friend; 
Snail was I bprn, and Snail ihall end. 
And what's a ButterEy ? At befi-. 
He's but a caterpillar, d I efl ; 
And all thy race (a num'rous feed) 
Shall prove a caterpillar breed. 



FABLE XXV. 

7be Scold and the Parrot. 

THE Hufbandthus reprov'd his wife : 
Who deals in ilander, lives in flrife. 
Art thou the herald of difgrace. 
Denouncing war to all thy race ? 
Can nothing quell thy thunder's rage. 
Which fpares nor friend, nor fex, nor age. 
That vixen tongue of your's, my dear. 
Alarms our neighbours far and near. 
Good gods ! 'tis like a rolling river. 
That murm'ring flows, and flows for ever ! 
Ne'er tir'd, perpetual difcord fowing ! 
Like fame, it gathers ftrength by going. 

Heighday ! the flipp^t tongue replies. 
How folemn is the fool I how wife ! 
Is nature's choiceft gift debarred ? 
Nay, frown not ; for I will be heard* 
Women of late are finely ridden, 
A Parrot's privilege forbidden [ 

You 
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You praife his talk, his fquawling fong ; 
But Wives arc always in the wrong. 

Now reputations flew in pieces 
Of mothers, daughters, aunts, and nieces ; 
She ran the Parrot's language o'er. 
Bawd, huffy, drunkard, flattern, whore; 
On all the fex fhe vents her fury. 
Tries and condemns without ^ jury* 

At once the torrent of her words 
Alarm'd cat, monkey, dogs, and birds ; 
AH join their forces to confound her. 
Fufs ipits ; the monkey chatters round her ; 
The yelping cur her heels a/Taults ; 
The magpye blabs out all her faults ; 
poll, in the uproar, from his cage. 
With this rebuke out fcream'd her rage. 

A Parrot is for talking priz'd. 
But prattling Women are defpis'd. 
Sh« who attacks another's honour. 
Draws e\'ry jiving thing upon her. 
Think, M^dam, when you ftretch your langs„ 
That all your neighbours too have tongues : 
One flander muft ten thc^fand get. 
The world with int'reft pays the debt. 



FABLE 
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FABLE XXVI. 

The Cur and the Mastifp» 

A Sneaking Cur, the maftef's fpy. 
Rewarded for his daily lie. 
With fecret jealoufies and fears 
Set all together by the ears. 
Poor Pufs to-day was in difgrace; 
Another cat fupply'd her place ; 
The hound was beat, the MalHiFchidy 
The monkey was the room forbid ; 
Each to his deareft friend grew ihy. 
And none could tell the reafon why. 

A plan to rob the houfe was laid. 
The thief with love feduc'd the maid j 
Cajol'd the Cur, and Urok'dliis head^ 
And bought hi$ fecrecy with bread. 
He next the MaftifF's honoiur try'd ; 
Whofe honeft jaws the bribe defy^d. 
He ftretch'd hid hand t^ proffer more ; . 
The furly Dog his fingers tore. 

Swift rah the Cur ; with indignation: 
The mailer took his information. 
Hang him, the villain's curs'd, he cries ? 
And round his neck the halter tiee. 

The Dog his humblef fnit preferr'd. 
And begg'd in juftice to be heard. 

The 
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The mailer fat. On either hand 
The cited dogs confronting (land : 
The cor the bloody tale relates. 
And, like a laviryer, aggravates. . 

Judge not unheard, the Maftiff* cry*d. 
But weigh the caufe of either ikie. 
Think not that treachery can be juft. 
Take not informers words on truft. 
They ope their hand to ev*ry pay. 
And you and me by turns betray. 

He fpoke. And all the truth appeared. 
The Cur was hang'd, the MafliiF dear'd. 

FABLE XXVII. 

The Sick Man and' the Angel. 

IS there no hope ? the iick man faid. 
The filent doAor fhook his head. 
And took his leave with figns of forrow, 
Defpairing of his fbe to-morrow. 

When thus the Man, wkh gaiping breath : 
I feel the chilling wound of death. 
Since I muft bid the world adieu. 
Let me my former life review. 
I grant, my bargains well were made. 
But all men over-reach in trade ; 
'Tis felf-defence in each profeflion. 
Sure felf*defenceis no tzanfgrei&on*. 

The 
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The little portion in my hands,. 

By good fecurity on lands. 

Is well increas'd. If unawares^ 

My juftice to myfelf and heirs. 

Hath let my debtor rot in jail. 

For want of good fufficient bail ; 

If I by writ> or bond, or deed, 

Reduc'd a family to need» 

My will hath made the world amends,, 

My hope on charity depends. 

When I am numbered with the dead. 

And all my pioas gifts are read. 

By heav'n and earth 'twill then be know» 

My charities were amply fhown. 

An Angel came. Ah £riend ! he cry'd. 
No more in flatt'ring hope confide. 
Can thy good deeds in former times. 
Outweigh the balance of thy crimes T ^ 
What widow or what orphan prays 
To crown thy life with length of day s ? 
A pious a6Uon*s in tjiy power. 
Embrace with joy the iiappy h6ar. 
Now, while you draw the vital air^ 
Prove your intention is fincerc 
This inftant give a hundred pound ;. 
Yoar neighbours want, and you abound.. 

But why fuch hafle ! the Sick Man whines ; 
Who knows as yet what heav'n deiigns ? 

Perhapi 



64 FABLES. 

Perhaps I may recover iftilL 

That fum and more arc in my will. 

Fool> fays the Vifion> now 'tis plain. 

Your life, your fool, your hear'n was gain. 

From ev'ry fide, with all your might. 

You fcrap'd, and fcrap'd beyond your right ; 

And after death would fain atone. 

By giving what is not your own. 

While there is life, there's hope, he cr3r'd ) 

Then why fuch hade f fo groan'd and dy'd. 



FABLE XXVffl. 

The, Persian, the Sun, and the Cloud. 

IS there a bard whom genius fires, 
Whofe ev'ry thought the God infpires ? 
When envy reads, the nervous lines. 
She frets, fhe rails, fhe raves, fhe pines ^ 
Her hifling fnakes with venom fwell ; 
She calls her venal train from hell : 
The fervile fiends her nod obey. 
And all Curl's authors are in pay. 
Fame calls up calumny and fpite. 
Thus ihadow owes its birth to light. 

As proftrate to the God of day 
Widi heart devout aPeriian lay» 

ICs 
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His invocation thus begun. 

Parent of light, all-feeing Sun, 
Prolific beam, whofe rays difpenfe 
The various gifts of providence. 
Accept our praife, our daily prayer. 
Smile on our fields and blefs the year. 

A Cloud, who mock*d his grateful tongue, 
The day with fudden darknefs hung; 
With pride and envy fwell'd, aloud 
A voice thus thunder'd from the cloud. 

Weak is this gawdy God of thine^ 
Whom I at will forbid to fhine. 
Shall I nor vows, nor incenfe know ? 
Where praife is due, the praife beftow. 

With fervent ze^ the Perfian mov'd. 
Thus the proud calumny reproy'd. 

It was that God, who claims my prayer^ 
Who gave thee birth and raised thee there ; 
When o'er his beams the veil is thrown. 
Thy fnbftance is but plainer fhown, 
A paffing gale, a puff of wind 
Difpels thy thickeft troops combined. 

The gale arofe ; the vapour toft 
(The fport of winds) in air was loft ; 
The glorious orb the day refines. 
Thus envy breaks, thus merit ftiines. 
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FABLE XXIX. 

Th^ Fox at the point of death. 

A Fox, in life's extreme decay. 
Weak, fick, and faint, expiring lay ; 
All appetite had left his maw. 
And age difann'd his mumbling jaw« 
His num'rous race around him ftand 
To learn their dying fire's command : 
He rais'd his head with whining moan> 
And thus was heard the feeble tone. 

Ah, fons ! from evil ways depart ; 
My crimes lie heavy on my heart. 
See, fee, the murder'd gecfe appear ! 
Why arc thofe bleeding turkeys there ? 
Why all around this cackling train. 
Who haunt my ears for chickens ilain ? 

The hungry Foxes round them flar'd. 
And for the promised feafl prepar'd. 

Where, Sir, is all this dainty cheer ? 
Nor turkey, goofe, nor hen is here. 
Thefeare the phantoms of your brain, 
And your fons lick their lips in vain. 

O gluttons ! fays the drooping fire. 
Retrain inordinate deiire. . 
Yovrliqu'rifh tade you fhall deplore. 
When peace of confcience is no more. 

Does 
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Does not the hound betray otir pace. 

And gins and guns deftroy our race? 

Thieves dread the fearchingeye of pow*r, 

And never feel the quiet hour. 

Old age (which few of us ihall know) 

Now put s a period to my woe. 

Would you true happinefs attain. 

Let honefly your paiHons rein ? 

So live in credit andefteem, 

And the good name you loft, redeem. 

The counfePs good, a Fox replies. 
Could we perform what you advife. 
Think what our anceflors have done: 
A line of thieves from ibn to fon : 
To us defcends the long difgrace. 
And infamy hath ^mark'd our race. 
Though we, like harmlefs iheep, ihould feed, 
Honeft in thought, in word^ and deed ; 
Whatever -hen-rood is decreased. 
We fhall be thought to fhare the feaft. 
The change (hall never be bcliev'd. 
A loft good name is ne'er retrieved. 

Nay^ then, replies the feeble Fox, 
(But hark ! I hear a hen that clocks) 
Go, but be niod'rate in your food ; 
A chicken too might do me good. 

FABLE 
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F A B LB XXX. 

The Setting-Dog and the Partridgi. 

THE ranging Dog the ftubble tries. 
And fearchcs every breeze that flies ; 
The fcent grows warm ; with cautious fear 
He creeps, and points the covey near. 
The men, in iilence, far behind, 
Confciousof game, the net unbind. 

A Partridge, with experience wiic, 
The fraudful preparation ipies : 
She mocks their toils, alarms her brood ; 
The covey fprings, and feeks the wood ; 
But ere her certain wings ihe tries» 
Thus to the creeping fpaniel cries. 
Thou fawning flave to man's deceit^ 
Thou pimp bf luxury, fneaking cheats 
Of thy whole fpecies thou difgrace. 
Dogs ihould difown thee of their race ! 
For if 1 judge their native parts. 
They're born with open honeft hearts ; 
And» ere they ferv'd man's wicked ends. 
Were gen'rous foes, or real friends. 

When thus the dog with fcornful fmile : 
Socnre of wing, thou dar'ft revile. 
Clowns are to polifh'd manners blind ; 
Hw^a'nnt is the ruftick mind 1 

My 
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My worth fagacioos courtiers fee. 
And to preferment rife, like mc. 
The thriving pimp, who ttaaty iets, 
Hath oft' enhanced a nation^s debts : 
Friend fets his friend, without regard ; 
And minifters his ikill reward. 
Thus train'd "by man, I learnt his wayi, 
And growing favour feafts my days. 

I might have guefs*d, the Partridge faid. 
The place where you were train'd and fed : - 
Servants are apt, and in a trice 
Ape to a hair their mafter's vice. 
You came from court, you fay. Adieu, 
She faid, and to the covey flew. 



FABLE XXXI. 

The XJniverfal Apparition. 

A Rake, by ev'ry paffion rul'd. 
With ev'ry vice his youth had cool'd ; 
Difeafe his tainted blood affails ; 
His fpirits droop, his vigour fails : 
With fecret ills at home he pines. 
And, like infirm old age, declines. 

As, twing'd with pain, ^he pen/iye iits. 
And raves, and prays, and -fwears by fits ; 

A ghaftly 
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A ghaiUy phantom, lean and wan. 
Before him rofe, and thus began. 

My name perhaps hath reached your ear ; 
Attend, and be advis'd by Care. 
Nor love, nor honour, wealth, nor pow'r. 
Can give the heart a chearful hour. 
When health is loft Be timely wife : 
With health all tafte of pleafure flics. 

Thusfaid, the phantom difappears. 
The wary counfel wak'd his fears : 
He now from all excefs abftains. 
With phylick purifies his veins ; 
And, to procure, afoberlife, 
Refolves to venture on a wife. 

But now again the Sprite afcends, 
Where e*er he walks his ear attends ; 
Infinuates that beauty's frail. 
That pcrfevcrance muft prevail 5 , 

With jealoufles his brain inflames. 
And whifpers all her lover's names. 
In other hours flie reprefents 
His hoafhold charge, his annual rents, 
Increafing debts, perplexing duns. 
And nothing for his younger fons. 

Strait all his thought to gain he turns. 
And with the thirft of lucre bums. 
But when poflTefs'd of fortune's ftore. 
The Spedre haunts him moa*e and more ; 

Sets 
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Sets want and mifery in view» 
Bold tlueT«8» and all the murdering crew ; 
Alarms him with eternal frights, 
Infefls his dreams, or wakes his nights ; 
How fliall he chafe this hideous guefl ? 
Power may perhaps proted his reft. 
To pow'r he rofe. Again the Sprite 
Befets him morning, noon, and night ; 
Talks of Ambition's tott'ring feat. 
How Envy perfecutes the great. 
Of rival hate, of treach'rous friends. 
And what difgrace his fall attends. 
The court he quits to fly from Care, 

And feeks the peace of rural air: . 

His groves, his fields, amus'd his hours ; 

He prun'd his trees, he rais'd his iiowers. 

But Care again his fteps purfues ; 

Warns him of blafts, of blighting dews. 

Of plundering infe&s, fnails, and rains. 

And droughts that ftarve the labour'd plains. 

Abroad, at home, the Spedlre's there : 

In vain we feek to fly from Care. 
At length he thus the Ghoil addreft. 

Since thou muft be my conflant gueft. 

Be kind, and follow me no more ; 

For Care by right fliould go before. 

FABLE 
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FABLE XXXn. 

The two Owls af$d the Sparrow. 

TWO formal Owls together fat. 
Conferring thus in folemn chat. 

How is the modern tafte decay'd ! 
Where's the refpedl to wifdom paid ? 
Our worth the Grecian f^ges kiirew ; 
They gave our fires the honour due ; 
Ihey weigh'd the dignity of fowls. 
And pry'd into the depth of Owls. 
Athens the feat of learned fame. 
With gen'ral voice rever'd our -narme ; 
On merit title was conierr'd. 
And all ador'd th* Athenian bird. 

Brother, you reafon well, replies 
The folemm mate, with half-ihut eyes ; 
Right. Athens was the feat of learning. 
And truly wifdom is difcerning. 
Befides, on Pallas' helm we fit. 
The type and ornament of wit : 
But now, alas I wci're quite negle6led. 
And a pert Sparrow's more refpeded. 

A Sparrow, who was lodg'd befide, 
O'erhears them footh each other's pride. 
And thiis he nimbly vents his heat. 

Who meets a fool muft find conceit. 

I grai 
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I grant, yoa were at Athens grac'd. 
And on Minerva's helm were plac'd ; 
But ev'ry bird that wings the iky. 
Except an Owl, can tell you why. 
From hence they taught their fchools to know 
How falfe we judge by outward ihow; 
That we Ihould never looks efleem. 
Since fools as wife as you might feem. 
Would you contempt and icom avoid. 
Let your vain-glory be deilroy'd ; 
Humble your arrogance of thought, 

Pnrfue the ways by nature taught ; 
So fhall you find delicious fare. 

And grateful farmers praife your care ; 

So (hall fleek mice your chace reward^ 

And no keen cat find more regard. 



FABLE XXXra. 

The Courtier and Proteus, 
Hene'er a courtier's out of place. 



w 



The country ihelters his difgrace;* 
Where, doom'd to exercife and health. 
His houfe and gardens own his wealth. 
He builds new fchemes, in hope to gain 
The plunder of another reign ; 
Like Philip's fon would fain be doing. 
And fighs for other realms to ruin. 
Vol. IV. D As. 



74 FABLES* 

As one of thefe (without his wand) 
Penfivc along the winding llrand 
Employ 'd the folitary hour. 
In proje6is to regain his power ; 
The waves in fpreading circles ran, 
Proteus arofe, and thus began. 

Came you from court? For in yonr-i 
A felf-important air is feen. 

He frankly own'd his friends had triek'd him. 
And how he fell his party's vi6lim. 

Know, fays the God, by matchlcfs ikill 
I change to tv^ry ihape at will ; 
But yet, Pm told, at court you fee 
Thofe who prefume to rival me. 

Thus faid. A fnake, with hideous trail, 
Proteus extends his fcaly mail. 

Know, fays the Man, though proud in plaCCy 
All courtiers are of reptile race. 
Like you, they take that dreadful form, 
Baflc in thefun, and fly the ilorm ; 
With malice hifs, with envy glote. 
And for convenience change their coat ; 
With new-got luftre rear their head. 
Though on a dunghill born and bred. 

Sudden the God a lion Hands ; 
He ihakes his mane, he ipurns the fands $ 
Now a fierce lynx, with fiery glare, 
A wolf, an afs, a fox, a bear. 

Had 
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Had I ne'er liv'd at court, he cries, 
vSuch transformatiQa might furprife ; 

'Bat there, in queft of daily game. 

Each able courtier ads the fame. 

Wolves, lions, lynxes, while in place. 

Their fiiends and fellows are their chace. 

They play the bear's and fox's part ; 

iMow rob by force, now fteal with art* 

They fometimes in the ienate bray ; 

Or, changed agun tobeails of prey, 

Down from the lion to the ape, 

Praftife the frauds of ev'ry fliape. 

So laid. Upon die God he flies, 

tin cords the ftruggling captive ties« 

Now, Proteus, now (to truth compdl'd) 

Speak, and confefs thy art excelPd. 

XJfe ftrength, furprize, or what you will. 

The courtier finds evaiion dill ; 

Not to be bound by any ties, 
* And never.forc'd to leave his lies. 

. FABLE XXXIV. 

The Mastiffs. 
Hofe who in quarrels interpofe, 
Muft often wipe a bloody nofc. 

A Maitiff, of true Bnglifh blood, 
^Lov'd fighting better than his food. 



T 
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When dogs were fnarling for a'bone» 
He long'd to make the war his own. 
And often found (when two contead) 
To interpofe obtained his end ; 
He glory'd in his limping pace ; 
The fears of honour feam'dhi^ face ; 
In ev'ry limb a gaih appears. 
And frequent fights retrenched hiti ears. 

As, on a time, he heard from far 
Two dogs engaged in noify war. 
Away he fcours and lays about him, 
Refolv'd no fray ihould be without him. 

Forth from his yard a tanner flies. 
And to the bold intruder cries, 

A cudgel fhall corredl your manners. 
Whence fprung this curfed hate to tanners ? 
While on my dog you vent your fpite. 
Sirrah ! 'tis me you dare not bite. 

To fee the battle thus perplex'd. 
With equal rage a butcher vcx'd, 
Hoarfe-fcreaming from the circled croud. 
To the curs'd MaftiiF cries aloud. 

Both Hockley- hole and Mary- bone 

The combats of my Dog have known. 

He ne'er, Ukt bullies coward-hearted. 

Attacks in publick, to be parted. 

Think not, rafh fool, to (hare his fame ; 

Be his the honottrx)r the (hame. 

' Thitf 
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Thus faidy they Avore, and rav'd like thunder ; 
Then drag^g'd their faften'd dogs afunder ; 
While clubs and kicks from ev'ry fide 
Rebounded from the MafliiF's hide. 

All reeking now with fweat and blood, 
A while the parted warriors flood. 
Then poured upon the meddling foe ; 
Who, worried, howl'd and fprawl'd below. 
He rofe ; and limping from the fray. 
By both fides mangled, fneakM away. 

FABLE XXXV. 

' The Barley-Mow ar^d the DuNGHijLt. 

HOW many faucy airs we meet 
From Temple-bar to Aldgate-f(reet ? 
Proud rogues, who fhar'd the South-fea prey. 
And fprung like mufhrooms in a day I 
They think it mean, to condeicend 
To know a l^-other or a friend ; 
They blufh to hear their mother's name. 
And by their pride expofe their ihame. 

As crofs his yard, at early day, 
A careful farmer took his way. 
He ftop'd, and, leaning on his fork, 
Obfelh^'4 the flaiPs incelTant work. 

D 3 In 
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Ia thought he meafur'd all his (lore, 
His gcefe, his hogs, he number'd o'er j 
In fancy weigh'd the fleeces fhorn. 
And multiply'd the next year's corn. 

A Barley-mowy which flood beHde, 
Thus to its mufing mailer cry'd. 

Say, good Sir, is it fit or right 
To treat me with negledl and flight ? 
Me, who contribute to your cheer. 
And raife your mirth with ale and beer ? 
Why thus infultedy thus difgrac'd. 
And that vile Dunghill near me plac'd ? 
Are thofe poor fweepings of a groom. 
That filthy fight, that naufeous fume. 
Meet objeds here ? Command it hence \ 
A thing fo mean mufl give ofience. 

The humble Dunghill thus reply'd. 
Thy mafler hears, and mocks thy pride : 
Infult not thus the meek and low ; 
In me thy benefaftor know. 
My warm afli (lance gave thee birth. 
Or thou hadft perifh'd low in earth. 
But upflarts, to fupport their flation. 
Cancel at once all obligation. 



FABLE 
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FABLE XXXVI. 

Pythagoras and the Countryman/ 

Pythag'ras rofeat early dawn, 
By Soaring meditation drawn. 
To breathe the fragrance of the day. 
Through flow'ry fields he took his way. 
In mufing contemplation warm. 
His fleps milled him to a farm. 
Where, on the ladder's topmofl round, 
A Peafant flood ; the hammer's found 
Shook the weak barn. Say, friend, what care 
Calls for thy honed labour there I 

The Clown with furly voice replies. 
Vengeance aloud for juflice cries. 
This kite, by daily rapine fed. 
My hens annoy, my turkeys dread. 
At length his forfeit life hath paid ; 
See, oa the wall his wings difplay'd. 
Here nail'd, a terror to his kind. 
My fowls fhall future fafety find ; 
My yard the thriving poultry feed. 
And my barn's refufe fat the breed. 

Friend, fays the Sage, the doom is wife ; 
For publick good the murd'rer dies. 
But if thefe tyrants of the air 
Demand a fentence fo fevere, 

D 4 Think 
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Think how the glutton-man devours^ 
What bloody feafts regale his hours ! 
O impudence of power and might. 
Thai to condemn a hawk or kite> 
When thou perhaps, carnivorous finner, 
Hadil pullets yeilerday for dinner ! 

Hold, cry'd the Clown, with pafHon heated> 
Shall kites and men alike be treated ? 
When heav'n the world with creatures ftorM> 
Man was ordain'd their fovereiga lord* 

Thus tyrants boafl» the Sage reply*d, 
Whofe murders fpring from power and pride* 
Own then this manlike kite is ilain 
Thy greater lux'ry to fuflain : 
For • " Petty rogues fubmit to fote, 
** That great ones may enjoy their Hate." 

FABLE XXXVn. 

ne Farmer's Wife and theRAVEif. 

WHY are thofe tears ? why droops your headi 
Is then your other hufl)and dead ? 
Or does a worie difgrace betide ? 
Hath no one fincc his death apply'd ? 

Alas I you know the caufe too well ? 
The fait is fpilt, to me it fell. 

* Garth*! Dlspensary. 

Then 
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Then to contribute to my lofs. 
My "kpife end fork were laid acrofs } 
On Friday too ! the day I dread f 
Would I were fafe at home in bed I • 
Laft night (I vow to heav'n 'tis true) 
Bounce from the fire a coffin flew. 
Next poft fome htsd news ihall tell. 
God fend my Cornifh friends be well ! 
^ Unhappy widow, ceafe thy tears; 
Nor feel aiHidiioa in thy fears. 
Let not thy flomach be fufpcnded ; 
Eat A0w» and weep when dinner's ended ; 
And when the butler clears the^table. 
For thy dcfert Ml Jead my fable. 

Betwixt her fwagging pannier's load 
A farmer's wife to market rode. 
And, jogging on, with thoughtful care 
Summ'd up the profits of her ware ; 
When, flarting from her filver dream. 
Thus far and wide was heard her fcream. 

That raven on yon left-hand oak 
(Curfe on his ill-betiding croak) 
Bodes me no good. No more (he /aid. 
When i>oor UindBall, withftumbling tread. 
Fell prone ; o'ertum'd the pannier lay. 
And her maih'd egg9 befbow'd the way* 

D 5 She, 
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She, fprawling in the yellow road, 
Rail'd, fwore and curs'd. Thou crosaking toad» 
A murrain take thy whorefon throat f 
I knew misfortune in the note. 

Dame, quoth the Raven, fpare your oaths. 
Unclench your M, and wipe your cloaths. 
But why on me thofe curfes thrown ? 
Goody, the fault was all your own ; 
For had you laid this brittle ware 
On Dun, the old fure-footed mare. 
Though all the ravens of the hundred. 
With croaking had your tongue out-thundet'd. 
Sure-footed Dun had kept her legs. 
And you, good woman, fav'd your eggs». 



FABLE XXXVffl. 

The Turkey and the Ant. 

IN other men we faults can fpy. 
And blame the mote that dims their tyty 
Each little fpeck and blemifh find. 
To our own ftronger errors blind. 

A Turkey, tir'd of common food, 
Forfook the barn, and fought the wood ; 
Behind her ran an infant train, 
Colleding here and there a grain. 

Draw 
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Draw near, my birds, the mother cries, - 

This hill delicious fare fupplies ; 

Behold, the bufy Negro race. 

See, millions blacken all the place ! 

Fear not. Like me with freedom eat ; 

An Ant is mofl delightful meat. 

How blefs'd, how envy'd were our life. 

Could we but 'fcape the poult'rer's knife ! 

But man, cursM man, on turkeys preys. 

And Chriflmas fhortens all our days : 

Sometimes with oifters we combine. 

Sometimes afliil the fav'ry chine. 

From the low peafant to the lord. 

The Turkey fmokes on ev'ry board. 

Sure men for gluttony are curs'd. 

Of the fev'n deadly fins the worft. 

An Ant, who clim'd beyond his reach. 
Thus anfwer'd from the neighboring beech. ' 
Ere you remark another's fin. 
Bid thy own confcience look within ; 
Controul thy more voracious bill. 
Nor for a breakfait nations kill. 



FABLE XXXEX. 

Tl)e Father and Jupiter. 

THE Man to Jove his fuit preferred ; 
He begg'd a wife. His prayer was heard. 

Jove 
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Jove wonder'd~atiU8 bold addreffing r 
For how precarious is die bleiliiig ! 

A wife he takes. And now for hein^ 
Again he worries heaven with prayers. 
Jove nods afient. Two hopeful boy» 
And a £nt girl reward his joys. 

NoWy snore folicitoas he grew. 
And fet their future Hveis in view : 
He faw that all refpe^ and duty 
Were paid to wealth, to power, and beaatyu 

Once more, he cries, accept my prayer i 
Make my lov'd progeny thy care. 
Let my.firfl hope,^ my fav'rite boy,. 
All fortune's richeR gifts enjoy. 
My next with flrong ambition Arc : 
May favour teach him to a^ire ;, 
Till he the ilep of pow'r afcend,. 
And courtier» to their idol bend. 
With ev'ry grace, with ev'ry charm>. 
My daughter's perfedi features arm. 
If Heav'n approve, a Father's blefs'd,, 
Jove fmiles, and grants his full requelL 

The ^fk^ amifer at the heart. 
Studious of ev'ry griping art, 
Heaps hoards on hoards with anxious pain. 
And all his life devotes to gain. 
He feels no joy, his cares increase. 
He neither wakes nor ileeps in peace $ 
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In fancy'd want (a wretch compkat) 
He ilarves, suid yet he dares not eat* 

The next to fodden honours grew ; 
The thrtYin|; art of codrts he knew : 
He reach'd the height of power and place ^ 
Then fell, the vi^m of difgrace. 

Beauty with early hloom ibppdies 
His daughter's cheek> and poinlis her eyesw^ 
The vain coquette each fnit dtfijbuns. 
And glories in her lover^^ pazns« 
With age j(he fades, eadi<iever iie^ 
Contemned, forlorn, fiie pines and dies» 

When Jove the Father's gri^ furvey'd^ 
And heard him HeaVn and Fate upbraid. 
Thus fpoke the God. By outward fiiow> 
Men judge of happinefs and woe : 
Shall ignorance of ^od and ill 
Dare ta dired th* eternal Will ? 
Seek virtue ;. and, of that pofleft^ 
To Providence sefign the reft. 

FABLE XL. 

The Two Monkeys.. 

THE learned, full of inward pride,. 
The Fops of outward ihow deride ; 
The Fop, with learning at defiance, 
ScQ& atthe pedant, and the fcience ; 



The 
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The Don, a formal, folemn ftrutter, 

Defpifes Monfiear's airs and flutter ; 

While Monfieur mocks the formal fool. 

Who looks, and fpeaks, and walks by rule. 

Britain, a medley of the twain. 

As pert as France, as grave as Spain ; 

In fancy wifer than the reft. 

Laughs at them both, of both the jell. 

Is not the poet's chiming clofe 

Cenfur'd by all the fons of profe ? 

While bards of quick imagination 

Defpife the fleepy profe narration. 

Men laugh at Apes, they men contemn ; 

For what are we, but Apes to them ? 

Two Monkeys went to Southwark fair. 
No criticks had a fourer air : 
They forc'd their way through draggled folks. 
Who gap'd to catch Jack-pudding's jokes ; 
Then took their tickets for the ihow. 
And got by chance the foremofl row. 

To fee their grave obferving face, 
Provok'd a laugh through all the place. 

Brother, fays Pug, and turn'd his head. 
The rabble's monft'roufly ill bred. 

Now through the booth loud hiffes ran ; 
Nor ended till the ihow began. 
The tumbler whirls the flip-flap round. 
With fommerfets he fhakes the ground ; 

The 
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The cord beneath the dancer fprings ; 
Aloft in air the vaulier fwings ; 
Diftorted now, now prone depends. 
Now through his twifled arms afcends : 
The crowd, in wonder ^d delight. 
With clapping hands applaud the fight. 

With fmiles, quoth Pug ; If pranks like thefe 
The giant Apes of reafon pleafe, 
How.would they wonder at pur arts I 
They muft adpre us for our parts. 
High on the twig I've feen you cling ; 
Play, twift and turn in airy ring : 
How can thofe clumfy things, like me. 
Fly with a bound from tree to tree ? 
But yet,, by this applaufe, we find 
Thefe emulators of our kind ^ 

Difcern our worth, our parts regard. 
Who our mean mimicks thus reward. • 

Brother, the grinning mate replies. 
In this I grant that Man is wife. 
While good example they purfue. 
We muft allow fome praife is due : 
But when they flrain beyond their guide, 
I laugh to fcorn the mimic pride. 
For how fantaftic is the fight. 
To meet men always bolt upright, 
Becaufe we fometimes walk on two I 
I hate the imitating crew. 

FABLE 
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F A B L E XU 

Tbs Owl and the Farmer.. 

AN Owl of grave deport and mien. 
Who (Ukethe Turk) was feldom feen, 

T^thitt a barn had chofe his ftadoo^ 

As ht for prey and contrasplation. 

Upon a beam aloft he fits. 

And nods, and Teems to think, hy&is^ 

So have I ieen a man of news. 

Or Poft-boy, or Gazette perufe ; 

Smoke, nod, and talk with voice profound,. 

And fix the fate of Europe round. 

Sheaves pil'don iheaves hid all the fioor. 

At dawn of morn, to view his ilore 
The Fanner came. The hooting Gucft , 
His felf-importance thus expreft. 

Reafon in man is mere pretence : 
How weak, how (hallow is his fenfe ! 
To treat with fcorn the bird of nighty 
Declares his folly, or his fpite. 
Then too, how partial is his praife i 
The lark's, the linct's chirping lays 
To his ill-judging ears are fine; 
And nightingales are all divine. 
But the more knowing feather'd race 
See wifdom flamp'd upon my face. 

Whenc'ei 
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Whene'er to Tifit light I deign, 
What flocks of fowl compofc my train \ 
Like flavcRSy they crowd my flight behind. 
And own me of fuperior kind. 

The farmer laugh'd, and thus reply'd : 
Thou dull important lump of pride, 
Dar'fl thou with that harfli grating tongu« 
Depreciate birds of warbling fong i 
Indulge thy fpleen. Know, men and fowl 
Regard thee, as thou art,, an Owl. 
Befides, proud blockhead, be not rain 
Of what thott cairft thy flaves and train* 
Few follow wifdom, or her rules ; 
Fools in deriflon follow fools. 

FABLE XLIL 

The Jugglers. 

A Juggler long through all the town 
Had rais'd his fortune and renown ;: 
YouM think (fo far his art tranfcends) 
The devil at his fingers ends. 

Vice heard his fame, flie read his bill'; 
Convinc'dof his inferior (kill. 
She fought his booth, and from the crowd 
Defy'd the man of art aloud. 

h this then he fo fam'd for flight ? 
Can this flow bungler cheat your fight ? 

Dares 
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Dares he with me difpute the prize ? 
I leave it to impartial eyes. 

Provok'd, the Juggler cry'd, 'Tisdftne. 
In fcience I fubmit to none. 

Thus faid. The cups and balls he play*d ; 
By turns, this here, that there, convey'd. 
The cards, obedient to his words, 
Are by a fillip turn'd to birds. 
Hit little boxes change the grain : 
Trick after trick deludes the train. 
He fhakes his bag, he ihews all fair ; 
His fingers fpread, and nothing there ; 
Then bids it rain with fhowers of gold». 
And now his iv'ry eggs are told. 
But when from thence the hen he draws» 
Amaz'd fpedlators hum applaufe. 

Vice now flept forth, and took the place 
With all the forms of his grimace. 

This magic looking-glafs, fhe cries, 
(There, hand it round) will charm your cyei. 
Each eager eye the fight defir'd. 
And ev'ry man himfelf admir'd. 
Next, to a fenator addrefiing : 
See this bank-note ; obferve the bleiling. 
Breathe on the bill. Heigh, pafs ! 'Tis gone. 
Upon his lips a padlock fhone. 
A fecond puff the magic broke j 
The padlock vanifti'd, andhefpoke. 

Twelve 
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Twelve bottles rang'd upon the board. 
Ail full, with heady liquor ilor*d, 
By clean conveyance difappear. 
And now two bloody fwords are there. 

A purfc fhe to a thief expos'd ; 
At once his ready fingers clos'd. 
He opes his M, the treafure's fled ; 
He fees a halter in its ilead. 

She bids ambition hold a wand ; 
He grafps a hatchet in his hand. 

A box ojf charity fhe fhows. 
Blow here ; and a church- warden blows. 
*Tis vaniih'd with conveyance neat. 
And on the table fmokes a treat. 

She (hakes the dice, the board fhe knocks. 
And from all pockets fills her box. 

She next a meagre rake afldrefl. 
This pidkure fee ; her fh ape, herbreafll 
What youth, and what inviting eyes ! 
Hold her, and have her. With furprife. 
His hand expos'd a box of pills. 
And a loud laugh proclaimed his ills, 

A counter in a mifer's hand, 
Grew twenty guineas at command. 
She bids his heir the fum retain. 
And 'tis a counter now again. 

A guinea with her touch you fee 
Takes ev'ry fhapc but Charity 3 

And 
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And not one thing you faw, or drew. 
But changed from what was firft in viewer 

The Juggler now in grief of heart» 
With this fubmiffion own'd her art. 
Can I fuch matchlefs flight withdand ? 
How practice hath improv'd your hand ! 
But now and then I cheat the throng ; 
You tv*ry day, and all day long. 

FABLE XLHL 

Thi Council of Horsbs. 

UPON a time a neighing deed 
Who graz'd among a num'rous breeds 
With mutiny had fir^the train. 
And fpread difTeniion through the plain.^ 
On matters that concerned the ihite 
The council met in grand debate. 
A colt, whofe eye balls flam'd with ire^ 
Elate with flrength and youthful fire. 
In hade ilept forth before tih^refl. 
And thus the lift'ning throng addrefl. 

Good gods ! how abjed is our rp^ew 
Condemned to^v^ry and difgrace I 
Shall we our /ervitude retain, 
Becaufe our iires have borne the chain ? 
Confider, friends, your flrength and might f 
'Tis conqueft to afTert your right. 

How 
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How cumJb'fXMis is the gilded coach ! 
The pride of man is our reproach. 
Were we defiga'd for daily toil. 
To drag the plough-fhare through the foil ; 
To fweat in haarnefs through the road. 
To groan beneath the carrier'^ load ? 
How feeble are the two legg'd kind ! 
What force is in our nerves combined ! 
Shall then our nobler jaws fiibmit 
To foam and champ the galling bit ? 
Shall haughty man my back beftride ? 
Shall the fharp fpur provoke my fide ? 
Forbid itheav'ns ! Rejeft the rein ; 
Your fhame, your infamy difdain. 
Let him the lion firft controul. 
And ilill the tyger's familh'd growl. 
Let us, like them, our freedom claim. 
And make him tremble at bur name. 

A general nod approved the caufe. 
And all the circle neigh'd applaufe. 

When, lo ! with grave and folemn pace, 
A Steed advanced before the race. 
With age and long experience wife ; 
Around he caft his thoughtful eyes. 
And, to the murmurs of the train. 
Thus fpoke the Neflor of the plain. 

Whenl had health and ftrength, like you. 
The toUs of fervitude I knew. 

Now 
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Now grateful man rewards my pain^^ 
And gives me all thefe wide domains. 
At will I crop the year's increafe ; 
My latter life is reft and peace. 
I grant to man we lend our pains. 
And aid him to corredl the plains. 
But doth not he divide the care. 
Through all the labours of the year ? 
How many thoufand ftru£iures rife. 
To fence us from inclement fldes ! 
For us he bears the fultry day. 
And ilores up all our winter's hay. 
He fows, he re^ps, the harveft's gain ; 
We (hare the toil, and ihare the grain. 
Since ev'ry creature was decreed 
To ud each other's mutual need, 
Appeafe your difcontented mind. 
And a^ the part by heav'n affign'd. 

The tumult ceafe. The colt fubmitted^* 
And, like his anceftors, was bitted. 

FABLE XLIV. 

The Hound J«rf the Huntsman. 

IMpertinence at iirft is born 
With heedlefs Ilight, or fmiles of fcorn ; 
Teaz'd into wrath, what patience bears 
The noify fool who perfeveres ! 

Tic 
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The morning wakes, the Huntfman founds^ 
At once rufh forth the joyful hounds. 
They feek the wood with eager pace. 
Through bufh, through brier explore the chafe. 
Now fcatter'd wide, they try the plain, 
And fnufF the dewy tuif in vain. 
What care, what induftry, what pains ! 
What univerfal iilence reigns. 

Ringwood, a Dog of little fame. 
Young, pert, and ignorant of fame. 
At once difplays his babbling throat ; 
The Pack, regardlefs of the notcj 
Purfue the fcent ; with louder ftrain ' 
He flill perfifts to vex the Train. 
The Huntfman to the clamour flies; 

The fmacking lafh he fmartly plies. 

His ribs all welk'd, with howling tone 

The Puppy thus exprefs'd his moan. 

I know the mufick of my tongue 

Long fince the Pack with envy ftung. 

What will not fpite ? Thefe bitter fmarts 

J owe to my fiipcrior parts. 

When puppies prate, the Huntfman cry'd^ 

They fhow both ignorance and pride : 

Fools may our fcorn, not envy raife. 

For envy is a kind of praife. 

Had not thy forward noify tongue, . 

£roclai&i'd thee always in the wrong. 



Thou 
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Thou inight'ft have mingled with the reft. 
And ne'er thy foolifh nofe confefl. 
But foolsy to talking ever prone. 
Are fare to make their follies known. 

FABLE XLV; 

The Poet and the Rose, 

I HATE the man who baikb his name 
On rains of another's fame. 
Thus prudesy by charadlers overthrown. 
Imagine that they raife their own. 
Thus Scribblers, covetous of praife. 
Think dander can tranfplant the bays. 
Beauties and bards have equal pride. 
With both all rivals are decry'd. 
Who praiies Lesbi a's eyes and feature. 
Mud call her iiiter, aukward creature ; 
For the kind flatt'ry's fure to charm. 
When we fome other nymph difarm. 

As in the cool of early day 
A Poet fought the fweets of May, 
The garden's fragrant breath afcends. 
And ev'ry flalk with odour bends. 
A rofehe pluck'd, he gaz'd, admir*d, 
Thus iinging as the Mufe infpii'd. 



Go, 
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Go, Ro/e, my Chloe's bofom grace; 

How happy fhould I proves 
Might I fupply that envy'd place 

With never-fading love ! 
There, Phoenix like, beneath her e^ e> 
Involv'd in fragrance, burn and die ! 

Know, haplefs flower, that thou fhalt find 
^ More fragrant rofes there ; 
I fee thy with'ring head rcclin'd 

With envy and defpairl 
One common f^te we bbtk mull prove ; 
You die with envy, I ^thlove. 

Spare your comparifons, reply'd 
An angry Rofe, who grew befide. 
Of all mankind yon ihould not float asl 
What can a Poet do without 4is ! 
In ev'ry love-fong rofes bloom ; 
We lend you colour and perfume. 
Does it to Chloe's charms conduce. 
To found her praife on our abufe ? 
Mud we, to flatter her, be made 
To wither, envy, pine and fade i 



Vot.IV. B FABLE 



"^^ F ^ * L E S. 

F A B L JB XL VI. 

The Cur, th£ Horse, and the Skbph^t)*! 
Dog. 

THE lad, of all-fufficicnt merit. 
With modeily ne'er damps his ipirit; 
Prcfuming on his own deferts. 
On all alike his tongup^ exerts \ 
His noify jokes at random throws. 
And pertly fpatters friends and foes ; 
In wit and war the bully race 
Contribute to their own difgrace. 
Too late the fcnward youth fhall find 
That jdkes are fometihies paid, in kind; 
Or if they canker in the breafi, 
He makes a foe who mdces a jeil. 

A village-cur, bFfhaj^j^hHrAcc, 
The perteft Puppy of the place. 
Imagined that his ti'eble throat 
Was Weft with mtf flck^s 'fWeeteft' notjp i 
In the mid roadlhrftiiftinglfcyr 
The yelping nufance of the way ; 
For not a creature paft along 
But had a fample of his fong. 
Soon as the trotting Steed he hears, 
H« ftarts, lie cocks his dapper ears ; 

Away 
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Away he fcow'rs, aflaults his hoof; 
Now near him fnarls, now barks aloof; 
With fhrill impertinence attends ; 
Nor leaves him till the village ends. 

Itchanc'dy apon his evil day, 
A Pad came pacing down the way ; 
The Cur, with never-ceafing tongue. 
Upon the pacing trav'Iet* i^rong. 
The Horfe, from fcom provok'd to ire. 
Flung backward ; rolling in the mire, 
I'he Puppy, howl'd, and bleeding lay ; 
The Pad in poace purfu'd his way. 

A Shepherd's Dog, who faw the deed» 
Detefting the vexatious breed, 
Beipoke him thus. When coxcombs prate. 
They kindle wrath, contempt, or hate. 
Thy teazing- tongue had judgment ty*d. 
Thou hadil «ot, like a Pnppy, dy'd. 

FABLE XLVIL 

Ths Court -of Death. 

DEATH, on a folemn night of ftate, 
In all -his pomp of terror fate : 
Th' attendants of his gloomy reign> 
Difeafes dire» a ghallly train ! 
Crowd the vaft Court. With hollow tone 
A voice thus thunder'd from the throne. 

E 2 This 
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This night our minifter we name. 
Let ev'ry fervant ipeak his claim : 
Merit fhall bear this ebon wand. 
AH, ' at the word, ftretch'd forth their hand. 

Fever, with burning heat pofTeft, 
Advanced, and for the wand addreft. 

I to the weekly bills appeal. 
Let thofe exprefs my fervent zeal ; 
On ev'ry flight occafion near. 
With violence I perfevere. 

Next Gout appears with limping pace. 
Pleads how he fliifts from place to place ; 
From head to foot how fwift he flies. 
And ev'ry joint and Anew plies, 
bull working when he feems fupprefl, 
A mofl tenacious flubborn gueil. 

A haggard Spedlre from the crew 
Crawls forth, and thus aflerts his due. 
*Tis I who taint the fweeteft joy, 
And in the fliape of love deftroy : 
My flianks, funk eyes, and nofelefs face, 
Prove my pretenfion to the place. 

Stone urg'd his ever-growing force. 
And, next, Confumption's meagre corfe, 
With feeble voice, that fcarce was heard. 
Broke with fliort coughs, his fuit preferr'd. 
Let none objeft my lingering way, 
Igain^ likeFABJUS, by delay; 
Fatigue and weaken ev'ry foe 
.By long atucky fecure, though flow. 

Plague 
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Plague Tcprefcnts his rapid power, 
(Vho thinn'd a nation in an hour. 
All fpoke their claim, and hop'd the wand. 
N^ow expectation hufh'd the band, 
When thus the Monarch from the throne : 

Merit was ever modeft known. 
What, no Phyfician fpeak his right ! 
Kone here ? but fees their toils requite. 
Let then Intemp'rance take the wand. 
Who fills with gold their zealous hand. 
Vou, Fever, Gout, and all the reft, 
(Whom wary men, as foes, detefl) 
Forego your claim ; no more pretend : 
Intemp'rance is efleem'd a Fiiend ; 
He ihares their mirth, their fecial joys. 
And, as a courted guef^, deflroys. 
The charge on him mufl juflly fall, 
Who finds employment for you all. 

FABLE XLVIIL 

Thi Gardener and the Hog- 

A Gardiner, of peculiar tafte. 
On a young Hog his favour plac'd ^ 
Who fed not with the common herd ; 
His tray was to the hall preferrM. 
He wallow'd underneath the board, ' "'* 
Or in his mafter's chamber fnor'd ; 

E 3 ^V^ 
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When the crab views the pearly ftrands. 
Or Tagus, bright with golden fands ; 
Or crawls befide the coral grove. 
And hears the ocean roll above ; 
Nature is too profufe, fays he. 
Who gave all thefe to pleafure'me ! 

When bordering pinks and rofes bloom. 
And ev'ry garden breathes perfume 5 
When peaches glow with fanny dyes, 
Like Laura's check, when blu(he& rife ; 
When with hugQ figs the branches htndy 
When clufters froni the vine depend ; 
The fnaij Jb6k§ rpui^d on flpw.'r and tree, 
And cries, all thefe were made for me ! 

What dignity's in human nature ? 
Says Man, the moll conceited creature. 
As from a cliiFhe cafl his eye,. 
And view'd the fea and arched Iky ; 
The fun was funk beneath the main. 
The moon, and all the ftariy train. 
Hung the vaft vault of heav'n. The Man 
His contemplation thus began : 

When I beji^ld ^his glp.ripfea fliQw, ,:■•. 
And the wide ^at'ry world bejipw, . ? . : 
The fcaly people o^ the main, . '. ': >. . 
The beafts that range the wood or plain, 
The wingM inhabitants of air, 
Theday^ the ii;ght|^^tli(B various^ year, ^ 
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And know all thefe by heav'n defign'd 
As gifcs to pleafurc human kind ; 
I cannot raife my worth too high ;, 
Of what vaft cpnfequence am 1 ! 

Not of :h' importance you fuppofe. 
Replies a Flea, upon his nofe. 
fie humble, learn thy felf to fcan ; 
Knowy pride was never made for Man. 
*Tis vanity that fwclls thy mind. 
What, heav'n and earth for thee defign'd ! 
For thee, made only for our need. 
That more important Fleas might fecd^ 

F A B L E L. . 

Tlje Hare W wfiny Friend^s. 

FRiend/hip, like lov€, is but a name, 
Unlefs to one you flint the flame. 
The child, whom many fethers fharc, 
J^ath feldom known a father's care. 
'Tis thus in fricndlhips ; who depend 
On many, rarely find a friend. 

A Hare, who, in a civil way, 
Gottiply'd with everything, like Gat, 
^as known by all the beftial train 
^fco haunt the wood, or graze the plain. 
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Her care was, never to offend. 
And ev'ry creature was her friend* 

As forth fhe went at early dawn. 
To tafle the dew-befyrinkled lawn. 
Behind fhe hears the hunter's cries^ 
And from the deep-mouth'd thtmder flies. 
She darts, (he ftops, fhe pants for breath ; 
She hears the near advance of death ; 
She doubles to miflead the hottad, . 
And mieafures back her mazy itaad; 
Till, fainting in the publick way. 
Half- dead with fear fhe gafping lay. * 

What tranfport in her bofom grew. 
When iirfl the Horfe appeared in view ! 

Let me, fays (he, your buck afc^nd. 
And owe my fafety to a friend. 
You know my feet betti^ my flight. 
To friendfhip ev'ry boron's light. 

The Horfe reply'd. Poor honeft Pufs, 
It grieves my heart to fee thee thtts. 
Be comforted, relief is near ; 
For all your friends are in the year. 

She next the (lately -Bull implor'd 9 
And thus reply'd the mighty lord. 
Since ev'ry beaft alive can tell • 
That I fmcef ely wifh you well, 
I may, without offence, pretend 
To take the freedom of a Iriehft* 

Lore 
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Love calls me hence ; a fav'rite cow 
Expedls me near yon barley-mo^ ; 
And when a. lady's in the cafe. 
You know all other things give place. 
To leave you thus, might feem unkind ; 
But fee, the Goat is jull behind. 
The Goat remarked her pulfe was high. 
Her languid head, her heavy eye. 
My back, fays he^^ may do you harm ; 
The Sheep's at hand, and wool is warm. 

The Sheep was feeble, and cqmplain'd 
His fides a load of wool fuftain'd : 
Said he was flow, confefs'd his fears ; 
For hounds eat (heep, as well as Hares. 

She now the trotting Calf addrefs'd, 
To fave from death a friend diHrefs'd. 

Shall J, fays he, of tender age. 
In this important care engage ? 
Older and abler pafs'd you by ; 
How ftrong are thofe ! how weak am I ! 
Should I prefume to bear you hence, 
Thofe friends of mine may take offence. 
Excufe me then. You know my heart. 
But dearefl friends, alas ! muil part. 
How (hall we all lament ! Adieu : 
For fee the hounds are jufl in view. 

End op the First Part. 
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PART THE SECOND. 



ADVERTISEMENT. 

THESE Cables were finiih'd by Mr. Gat^ 
and intended for the prefs, a ihort time 
before his death; when tfaey weie left, with hiar 
other papers, to the care of his noble friend and 
patron the Dokeof Queensberrt. His Grace 
has accordingly peraiitted themto the prefs, and 
they are here printed from the orginals in the 
author's fwn h|ad-wr^i])g. We^hqpir they will 
pleafe equally with his former Fables, thongh 
moftly on fabjeds of a graver and more political 
turn. They will certainly ihew him to have been 
(what he efteemed the beft charader) a man of a 
trsely honeft heart, and a fincere lover of his 
couotiy. 
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PART THE SECOND. 
FA B LE I 

Ibe. Dog and^ the fa^u 

r4> A LAWYER. 

IKnow yow l^wfentMA^ wvAi eafe^ 
Twiil wocdB nutmeaningic aii^]n>a pleafei . 
That IsLv^pmg&i tty yont Mil i^aM j/ikmtr 
Will bend to ikvetti-e^^^'dieilC^ • 
That 'tis the fee diredls tbe fenTe, 
To make out either MeT^ pretence. 
When yoo per afe the deareil taits; 
You fee it with z ioxAle h^e : 
For fcepticifm's yoaf profeAoiJt j ' ' 

You hold there's doubt in all expr^ffloit. 

Hence is the bar wkh fees fupply^d^ 
Hence eloquence takes either fide. 
Your hand would have but paltry gleaning. 
Could ev'ry man exprefs his meaning. 
Who dares prefume to pen a deed, 
Unlefs you previouily are feed I 

'Ti5 
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'Tk drzwn', and, to augment the coft. 
In dull prolixity ingroft. 
And now we*rc well fecurM by law. 
Till tke next brother find a flaw. 

Read o'er a Will. Was't ever known^ 
But you could make the Will your own ? 
For when you read, 'tis with intent 
To find out meanings never n^ant; 
Since things are thus, /e difendindo^ 
rbar fallacious innuendo.. 

Sagacious Porta's (kill could trace 
Some beall or bird in tw^ty face. 
The head, the eye, the nofe's fhape, 
Prov'd this an owl^ and that an ape.. . 
When, in the iketchos thus defign'd, 
Refemblance brings fome friend to nund. 
You (hew the piece, and give the Jiint,. 
And find each feature in the print i 
So monftrotts-like the poruait's found. 
All know it, and the laugh goes round. 
Like him I draw from gen'ral nature ; 
b't I or you then iix the fatire ? 

So, Sir,, I beg you {pare your pains 
In making comments on my flrains. 
All private (lander I deteH, 
I judge not of my neighbour's bread : 
Party and prejudice I iiate. 
And write no libels on the date. 



ShaU 
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Shall not my fable cenfure vice, 
Becaufe a knave is over-nice ? 
And, left the guilty hear and dread. 
Shall not the decalogue be read ? 
If I laih vice in gen'ral fiftion, 
Is't I apply, or felf- convidion ? 
Brutes are my theme. Am I to bUme, 
If men in morals are the fame? ' 
I no man call an ape or afs ; 
'Tis his own confcience holds the glafs. 
1 hus void of all offence I write : ' 
Who claims the fable, knows his right. 

A /hepherd's Dog, anikilPd in fports. 
Picked up acquaintance of all forts : 
Among the reft a Fox he kniew $ 
By frequent chat their firiendfhipgrew^ 

Says Renard, *Ti8 a cruel cale» 
That man (hoal^ ftigniatize our rftce. 
No doubt, among tts rogues yott find» 
As among Dogs and human kind ; 
And yet (unknown to me and you) 
There may be hoAefl mien and true. 
Thus flander tries. Whatever it cap. 
To put us on the foot with man. 
Let my own anions recommend ; 
No prejudice can blind a friend : 

You 
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Yoa kno«r me free from all difguiie ^ 
My konoar as my lifi; I prize. 

By talk like this, from all miftraft 
The Dog was cur'd, and thought hin ju^. . 

As on a time the Fox held forth 
Cn confcience, honeSty, and worth. 
Sudden he flopt ; he cock'd his ear ; 
Low dropt his brofliy tril with fear. 

Bleis us ! the hunters arcabnxuU 
What's all that clatter on the road ? 

Hold, fays the Dog, we're (afe from hamit. 
^Twas nothing -bat a €sd£c alarm. 
At yonder town 'tis market-day ; 
Some farmer's wife is on t]|^ wa^r ; 
'Tis fo (I know her pye-ball'd mare) 
Dame Dobbins wi^ her pofiltry-ware^ 

Renard gi^w ha£F. Says he, ThU fi«Mr 
From yon I little ijboqght to hear : 
Your meaning ift your look^ 1 6cu . 
Pray what's dftmf Ool4>ii», ftwiA, to. mc? 
Did I e'er make, her pottitiy thinner ? 
Prove that I ovm the dame a dinner. 

Friend, quoth thei cor, I me»it no luurm : .. 
Then why fb c^ptiousi why fo warm ? .! ' 

My words, in common acceptation. 
Could never give^ this provocation. < 

No lamb (for ought. I ever knew) 
May be more innocent than you. 

At 
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At this, gall'd Renard winc'd, and fwore 
Such language ne'er wasgiv'n before. 

What's lamb to me ? 1 his faucy hint 
Shews me, bafe knave, which way you fquiat. 
If t'other night your mafler. loft 
Three lambs ; am I to pay the coft ? 
Your vile reflexions would imply 
That I'm the thief. YoaDog» you lie. 

Thou knave, thou fool, (the Dog replyfd) 
The name is juft, take either fide; 
Thy guilt thefe applications fpmk .: 
Sirrahy 'tis confcience makes you fc^oeak. 

So faying, on the Fox Jie Qis%^ 
The felf-convi6ied felon dl«8. 

F A B L E n: 

77v Vulture, the Sf arrow ^ and otBtr Birds. 

TO A FRIEND IN THE COUNTRY. 

ERE I begin, I muft premife 
Our minifters are good and wife ; 
So, though malicious tongues apply, . 
Pray, what care they, or what care I ? 

If 1 am free with courts ; be't known* 
I ne'er prefume to nuan our own. 
If general morals feem to joke 
On minifters> and fuoh lake folk* 

A captious 
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A captious fool may take ofFence ; 
What then? He knows his own pretence. 
I meddle with no flate-afFairs, 
But fpare my jeft to fave my cars. 
Our prcfent fchemcs are too profound. 
For Machiavel himfelf to found : 
To cenfure 'em I've no pretenfioh ; 
I own they're pad my comprehenfion. 

You fay your brother wants a place, 
('Tis many a younger brother's cafe) 
And that he very fcon intends 
To ply the court, and teaze hit friends. 
If there his merits chance to find 
A patriot of an open mind, 
Whofe conftant adions prove him juft 
To both a king's and people's truft ; 
May he, with gratitude, attend. 
And owe his rife to fuch a friend. 

You praife his parts for bus'nefs iit, 
His learning, probity, and wit j 
Bat thofe alone will never do, 
Unlefs his patron have 'em too. 

I've heard of times (pray God defend us. 

We're not fo good but he can mend us) 

When wicked miniflers have trod 

On kings and people, law and God ; 

With arrogance they girt the throne, 

And knew no intVed but their own.^ 

Then 
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virtue, from preferment barr'd, 
nothing but its own reward, 
ig of petty knaves attend 'em, 

proper parts to recommend 'em. 

if his patron burn with luft, 
irfl in favour's pimp the firft. 
oors are never clos'd to fpies, 
cheer his heart with double lies ; 

flatter him, hit foes defame, 
1 the pang! of guilt and ihame. . 
emes of lucre haunt his brain, 
ftors fwell his greedy train ; 
brokers ply his private ear 

jobs of plunder for the year ; 
onfciences muft bend and ply ; 
muft vote on, and not know why : 
)ugh thick and thin you muft go on ; 
fcruple, and your place is gone, 
ice plagues like theie have curs'd a land, 
fav'rites cannot always Hand ; 
1 courtiers (hould for change be ready, 
not have principles too Heady : 
(hould a knave ingrofs the pow'r, 
I fhield the realm from that fad hour) 
auft have rogues, or flavifli fools : 
Mrhat's a knave without his tools ? 
'here-ever thofe a people drain, 

ftrut with infamy and gain ; 

I envy 
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I envy not her guilt and'^ate. 

And fcorn to ihare the publick hate. 

Let their own fervile creatures rife. 

By fcreening fraud, and venting lies : 

Give me, kind heaven, a private ftation *, 

A mind ferene for contemplation : 

Title and profit I re%n ; 

The poft of honour ihall be mine. 

My fable read, their merits view. 

Then herd who will with fuch. a<»ew. 

In days of yore (my cautious rhimes 
Always except the prcfent times) 
A greedy Vulture, fkill'd in game, 
Inur'd to guilt, unaw'd by fhame, 
Approach'd the throne in evil hour^ 
And ftep by ilep intrudes to pow'r : 
When at the royal eagle's ear 
He longs to eafe the monarch's care. 
The monarch grants. With pride elate. 
Behold him miniiler of ilate ! 
Around him throng the feather'd rout. 
Friends mufl beferv'd, and fome muft out. 
Each thinks his own the beft pretenilon ; 
This aiks a place, and that a penfion ; 



"When impious men bearfiuayy 



The poft cfhoHiur is a private ftation. 

Addison. 
The 
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The nightingale was fet aiide. 
A forward daw his room fapply'd* 

This bird (fays he) for bus'nefs fit. 
Hath both fagacity and wit. 
With all his tvirns^ aiid-fiiifts^ ftnd tricks. 
He's docile, and at nothing ilkks. 
Then with his neighbours one fo free 
At all times will connive a^ me. 
The hawk had due diftinftion (hown. 
For parts and talents like his own. 

Thoufands of hireling cocks attend him. 
As bluft'ring bullies to defend him. . 

At once the ravens were difcarded. 
And magpies with their pofts rewarded. 

Thofe fowls of omen .1 deieft. 
That pry into another's x\e&. 
State lies muftlofe aU. good intent ; 
For they forefee and croak th' event. 
My friends ne'er think, but talk by rote. 
Speak wha^ they're taught, and fo to vote. 

When rogues like thefe {a Sparrow cries) 
To honours and employments' rife, 
r court no favour, a&, no place ; 
From fuch preferment is dtfgrace. 
Within my thatch'd retreat I find 
(What thcic m-et feel) true- peace of mind. 

FABLE 
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F A B L E in. 

TI)e Baboon and the Poultry. 

TO A LEVEE^HVNTER. 

WE frequently mifplace efteem 
By judging men by what they fcem. 
To birth, wealth, pow'r, we fliould allow 
Precedence, and our loweft bow. 
In that is due diflindion (hown. 
Eileem is virtue's right alone. 

With partial eye we're apt to fee 
The man of noble pedigree. 
We're prepoffeft my lord inherits 
la fome degree his grandfire's merits ; 
For thofe we find upon record : 
But find him nothing but my lord. 

When we with fuperficial view. 
Gaze on the rich, we're dazzled too. 
We know that wealth, well nnderftood. 
Hath frequent pow'r of doing good. 
Then fancy that the thing is done. 
As if the Pow'r and Will were one. 
Thus oft the cheated crowd adore 
The thriving knaves that keep 'cm poor. 

The cringing train of pow*r farvey. 
What creatures are to low as they I 
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With what obfequioufnefs they bend I 

To what vile adiions condefcend ! 

Their rife is on their meannefs bailt. 

And flatt'ry is their fmaHeft guilt. 

What homage, rev'rence, adoration. 

In ev'ry age, in tv^ry nation. 

Have fycophants to pow'r addreft I 

No matter who the pow'r pofleft. 

Let miniilers be what they will. 

You find their levees always fill : 

Ev'n thofe who have perplexed a ftate, 

Whofe adions claim contempt and hate. 

Had wretches to applaud their fchemes. 

Though more abfurd than madmen's dreanu* 

When barb'rous Moloch was invoked. 

The blood of infants only fmoak'd ; 

But here (unlefs all hift'ry lyes) 

Whole realms have been a facrifice. 

Look through all courts : *Tis pow'r we find 

The general idol of mankind ; 

There worlhipp'd under ev*ry fhape : 

Alike the lion, fox, and ape 

Are followed by time-ferving (laves. 

Rich proftitntes and needy knaves. 

Who then (hall glory in his pofl f 
How frail his pride, how vain his boall ! 
The followers of hiis profp'rous hour 
Are as onftable as his pow'r. 

Vol. IV. F Pow'r, 
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PowV, by t&e breath of flattery nurft, 
Tlic more it fwells, is nearer burft : 
The bubble breaks, the gewgaw ends. 
And in a dirty tear deftends; 

Once on a time, an ancient maid. 
By wiflies and by time dcca^'d. 
To cure the pangs of refills thought^ 
In birds and beafts amofeinent fought i 
Dogs, parrots, apes, her hours employM 
With thefe alone fhe taik'd and tay'di, 

A huge Baboon her fancy took^ 
( Almoil a man in £ze and Jiook) 
He- fingerM cv*ry thing he foond* 
And mimick'4 all the fervants round ;- 
Then too his parts and ready wit 
Show'd him for ev'ry bus'nefi fit. 
With all thefe talents, 'twas but juft 
That Pug ihould hold a place of truft : 
So to her fav'rite was affign'd 
The charge of all her feather'd kind) 
'Twas his to tend 'em eve and morn* 
And portion out their daily torn. 

Behold him now, with haughty firide^ 
AiTume a miniilerial pride. 
The morning rofe. In hope of picking. 
Swans, turkeys, peacocks, ducks, andchickeSf 

Fowls 
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Fowls of all ranks furround his hat. 
To worihip his imporunt ftrut. 
The miniiler appeaid. The crowds 
Now here, now there, obfequions bow'd. 
Tbis prds'd his parts, and that ius ftce. 
T'other his dignity in place. 
From bill to hill the flatt'ry ran : 
He hears and bears it like a man : 
For, wheo we flatter felf-conceit^ 
We but his fentilnents repeat. 

If we're too fcrnpuloufly juft. 
What profit's in a place of traft ? 
The common pradice of the great. 
Is, to fecure a fnug retreat. 
So Pug began to turn his brain 
(Like other folks in place) on gain: ^ 
. An apple-woman's ftall was near. 
Well flock'd with fruits through all the yeai'. 
Here ev*ry day he cram'd his guts. 
Hence were his hdards of pears and nuts ; 
For 'twas agreed (in way of trade) 
His payments fhouMin'com be made. 

The flock of grain was quickly fpent. 
And no account which way it went. 
Then too the Poultry's ftarv'd condition 
Caus'd fpeculations of fufpicion. 
The fads were prov'd beyond difputei 
Pug muft refund his hoards of fruit ; 

F z And, 
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Andy thongli then miniiler in chief, 
Vas branded as a public thief. 
DifgracM, defpia'd* confined to chains. 
He nothing but his pride retains. 

A goofepafsM by ; he knew the face. 
Seen ev'ry levee while in place. 

What, no refpeft ! no reverence fliown I 
How faucy are thefe creatures grown ! 
Not two days iince (fays he) you bow'd 
The loweft of my fawning crowd. 

Proud fool, (replies the goofe) 'dt true. 
Thy com a flutt'ring levee drew $ 
For that I join'd the hungry train. 
And fold thee flattery for thy grain. 
But then, as now, conceited ape. 
We faw thee in thy proper ihape. 

FABLE IV. 

The Ant in Offia. 

TO A PftlBND* 

YOU tell me, that you apprehend 
My verfe may touchy folks offend. 
In prudence too you think xny rhimes 
Should never fquint at courtiers crimes ; 
For though nor this, nor that is meanf. 
Can we anojthcr's thoughts prevent ? 



Ypd 
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Yoti a& xne if I ever knew 
Court-chaplains thus the lawn purfue. 
I meddle not with gown or lawn. 
Poets, I grant, to rife muft fawn. 
They know great ears are over-nice. 
And never ihock their patron's vice. 
Bat I this hackney path defpife : 
'Tis my ambition not to rife. 
If I muft proftitute the mufe 
The bafe conditions 1 refufe. 

I neither flatter nor defame. 
Yet own I would bring guilt to fhame. 
If I corruption's hand expofe, 
I make corrupted men my foes. 
What then ? I hate the paltry tribe. 
Be virtue mine ; be thein the bribe. 
I no man's property invade : 
Corruption's yet no lawful trade. 
Nor would it mighty ills produce. 
Could I ihame brib'ry out of ufe. 
I know 'twould cramp moft politicians, 
Were they ty'd down to thefe conditions* 
Twould ftint their power, their riches bound. 
And make their parts feem lefs profound. 
Were they deny'd their proper tools. 
How could they lead their knaves and fools ? 
Were this the cafe, lefs take a view. 
What dreadful mifchiefs would enfue» 

F I Though 
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Though it might aggrandize the flate» 
Could private lux'ry dine on plate ? 
Kings might indeed their friends reward. 
But miniilers find lefs regard. 
Informers, fycophantsj and fpies, 
Would not augment the year's fuppiies. 
Perhaps too, take away this prop. 
An annual jobb or two might drop. 
Befides, if peniions were deny'd. 
Could avarice fupport its pride ? 
It might even minivers confound. 
And yet the ftate be fafe and found. 
I care not though 'tis underftood ; 

I only mean my country's good : 
A nd (let who will my freedom blame) 

I wifh all courtiers did the fame. 

Nay, though fome folks the lefs might get, 

I wilh the nation out of debt. 

I put no private man's ambition 

With public good in competition : 

Rather than have our laws defac'd, 

rd vote a minifter difgrac'd. 

I ftrike at vice ; be't where it will ; 

And what if great folks take it ill ? 

I hope, corruption, brib'ry, pen^op, ^ 

One may with deteftation mention ; 

Think you thp law (let who will take it) . 

Can fcandalum magnatum maj^e it ? 

I vent 



FABLES. 117 

I vent no flandqr, owe no grndge. 
Nor of another's coufcienoe judge : 
At him or him I take no aim. 
Yet dare againfl all.yice declaim. 
Shall I not cenfure breach of truft, 
Becaufe knaves knpw themfelyesunjoft?. 
That fleward whofe account is de^. 
Demands his honour may appear : 
His adlions never ihun the light 5 . 
He is, and would be. prQv'd nprighjt. 

But then you thdnjc i^ayfable hears 
Allufion too to fl^e-affairs. 

I grant it does : And who^s ib great. 
That has the privilege to cheat ? 
If then in any future reign 
(For miniflers may thirft iorffixk) 
.Corrupted hands defraud the nation ; 
I bar no reader's applj,cation. 

An Ant there was, whofe forward prate 
Controul'd all matters in debate ; 
Whether he knew^ thing or no. 
His tongue eternally would go : 
For he had impudence at will. 
And boafted^oniverfal fkill. 
Ambition was his point in* view. 
Thus by degrees to pow'r he grew* 
Behold him now his drift attain : 
He's made chief treasurer of the grain* 

F 4 But 
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But as their ancient laws are joft, 
Andpuniih breach of public truft> 
'Tis order'd (left wrong application 
Should ftarve that wife induftrious nation) 
That all accounts be ftated clear> 
Their flock, and what defray 'd the year ; 
That auditors ihall thefe infpe^. 
And publick rapine thus be check'd. 
For this the folemn day was fet. 
The auditors in council met. 
The gran'ry-keeper muft explain. 
And balance his account of grain* 
He brought (fince he could not refufe 'em) 
Some fcraps of paper to amufe 'em. 

An honeft pifmire, warm with aieal. 
In juflice to the public weal. 
Thus fpoke. The nation's hoard is low. 
From whence does this profufion flow f 
J know our annual funds amount. 
Why fuch expence ? and where's th' account i 

With wanted arrogance a&dpride> 
The Ant in office thus reply'd. 
Coniider, Sirs, were fecrets told, . 
How could the beft-fchem'd proje^s hpld ? 
Should we ftate-myfteries difclofe, 
'Twould lay us open to our foes* 
My duty and my well-known xeal 
Bid me oujc jpre/ent fchemes conceal : 

But, 
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Bat> onmyhoRoar, aJlth'expence 
(Though vad) was for the fwaim's defence. 
They pafsM th' account^ as fair and jaft^ 
And voted him inipHcit tirnft.. 

Next year again the gran'fy drain'd. 
He thas his innocence maintained. 

Think how oar prefeftt mattery fbind> 
What dangers threat from ev'ry hand ;: ' 
What hoils of turkeys flroll for food, 
No fanner's wife but hath her brood. 
Confider, when invafion^s near, 
Intelligence mufl cofl ua dear ; 
And, in this tickUfh iituatioir, 
A fecret told betrays the nation. 
But, on my honour, all th* expence 
(Though vail) was for the fwarm's defence^ 

Again, without exasuiiatioii. 
They thank'd his iagc adminiftration. 

The yearrevoiviesr The treafure fpent. 
Again in fecret fervice went 
His honour too again was pledg'd 
To fatisfy the charge allcdg'd. 

When thus, . with panic fhame poffefs'd. 
An auditor his friends addrefs'd. 

What are we? nunifterial tools. 
We little knaves are greater fools. 
At lail this fecret is explored ; 
'Tis our corruptipn thins the hoard. 

F5 For 
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For tv^ry gi:ain we touchM, at leaft - 
A thpufand bis own heaps increased. 
Then, |br his Un, and fav'fite fpie^, . 
A hundred hardljr could Ai^ce. 
Thus, for a:p«tn^fneakii^g t>ribey. . 
We cheat ourfelves, and all th^ tribes 
For all the magaziiie contains. 
Grows from our annual toil and paim* 

They vote th' account ihall be infpefied; 
The cunning plunderer is detected : 
The fraud is fentenc'd ; and his hoard. 
As due, to public ufe reftor'd* 

FABLE V. 
The 6«AR in a Beat. 

.• • . • » 
TO A coxcomb! 

THAT man muft daily wifer grow, 
Whofe fearch is bent himfelf to know : 
Impartially he weighs his fcope. 
And on firm reafon founds hU hope ; 
He tries his ftrejagth before the race. 
And never feeks his own difgrace $ 
He knows the compafs, fail and oar. 
Or never launches from the fhore ; 
Before he builds, computes the coft. 
And in no proud purfuit is loft : 
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Helearas d^bc^sof ImiittniiBtf^ :: : : 
And fafely waljcr witbwi the fence. ' . 'J' 

Thus confcioas ofjbi&.own defbd> ; . . .. ^"^ 
Art pride; AM/flf-impoftance dioek-d. . 

If then^iiil^.knowledge to pucTtte, 
Direct our life in cv*jy view. 
Of all the fppk that pride can boafty. 
A Coxcomb cl^m& diftindionmoft^ 

Coxcombs aseoif all rank&iad kind;. - > ' 
They're not to fex or age confined, . : : 1 : 
Or rich, or pooiv'orgreat, orfinaU"; 

And vanity befots 'em aH, 

By ignorance is pride increased :^ 

Thofc moft affum« who know the leaftr* 
Their own falfe baiance gives 'em weight, : ■ 
Bttt tv^ry other finds ^em fight. ' ' . ' 

Not that all Coxiibnil® folllci ftrik*, ' 
And draw our ridicule alike. 
To diiF'rent merits each pretends. 
This in love-vanity tranfcends ; 
That fmitten with his face and (h'ape. 
By drefs diflinguiihes the ape ; 
T 'other with learning crams his fhclf, . 
Knows books, and all things but himfelf. 

All thefe are fools of low condition, 
Compar'd with Coxcombs of ambition. 
For thofe, pufF'd up with flatt'ry, dare 
Affume a nation's various care : 

They 
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They oe*cP«l|e groffcft ppaifc miftrnft. 
Their fycophantt ieem hardly jvft ; 
For thefe, in part jdone, atteft 
The flatty their own thoughtk' flijgtft. 
In this wide fpheire a CoxcombV &owii > 
In other realms befides his own : • • 
The felf-deem'd Machiavel at large 
By turns controuls in er'ry charge. -■ ' 

Does commerce iiificr in her rights ^ 
'Tis he dire^ the inaval flights. :■■' '. . 
What Tailor dares difpu te his ikxll ? ^ c> , . 
He'll be an adm*ral when he will. 

Now» meddling in the foldier's trade^ 
Troops muft }ie. hir'd', and levies made. . 
He giyeS;ambairadQj:s their ^oe. 
His cobbled treaties to renew; 
And annual'taxts miif faffice, •[ , ,. 
The current blunders to difguife. 
When his crude fchemes in air are loft» 
And millions fcarce defray the coft,, 
His arrogance (nought undifmay'd) 
Trading in felf-fufficient aid» 
On other rocks mifguide's the realms, '. 
And thiiiks'a pilot at the helm. 
He ne'ei* fufpedts his want of /kill. 
But blunders on from ill to ill ; 
Andy when he fails of all inten€« 
Blames only unforefeen event. 



Left 
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Left yoo mi^^c the application^ 
The fable ima me to relation. 



A Bear of uSg and manners rough. 
At climbing trees expert enough ;. 
For dext*ron(ly» and fafe from harrn^ 
Year after year he robb'd the fwarm. 
Thus thriving on induftrious toil. 
He glory'd in his pilfer- d fpoil. 

This trick fo fwell'd him with conceit. 
He thought no enterprize coo great. 
Alike in fcieaces and arts» 
He boafted univerfal parts ; 
Pragmatic, bufy, buftling, bold. 
His arrogance was ancontroul'd : 
And thus he made his party good,. 
And grew didator of the wood. 

The beafts, with admiradon, ftare^ 
And think him a prodigious Bear. 
Were any common booty got, 
*Twas his each portion to allot : 
For why, he found there might be picking, 
Ev'n in the carving of a chicken. 
Intruding thus, he by degrees 
Claim'd too the butcher *s larger fees. 
And now his over-weening pride 
In ev'ry provinge will prefide. 
No talk too difficult was found. 
His blund'ring nofe mifleads the hound; 

In 
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In flratagem and fubtle arts> 

He over-rules the fox's parts* 
It chancMjt is, on acertaiiv < 
.^. Along the bai>k he. took his w^^ 
r' A boat, with rndder, {ail, andoar^ 

M anchor floated near the ihore. 
^ He flopt, and turning to his train. 

Thus pertly vents his vaunting drain. 
What blundering puppies are mankind. 

In ev'ry fcience always blind I 

I mock the pedantry of ichooh. 

What are their compafles and rules ? 

From me that helm ihall condo^ learn. 

And man his ignorance difcem. 
So faying, with audacious pride, 

He gains the boat, and climbs the iide. 

The beafb aftonifh'd line the ftrand. 

Theanchoc^ weighed, he drives from land{ 

The flack fail fliifts from fide to fide ; 

The boat untrimM adnuts the tide. 

Borne down, adrift, at random toD:, 

His oar breaks fhort, the rudder's lofl. 

The Bear, prefuming in his fkill. 

Is here and there officious ftiU ;. 

Till, flrikbg on the dang'rous fands, 

A-ground the fhatter'd veflel flands. 
To fee the bungler thus diilrefb. 

The very fifhes fneer and jeft. 
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Ev^n gudgeons join in ridicule. 
To mortify the meddling fool. 
The clam'rotts watermen appear ; 
Threats, cqHes, oaths, inf^If his e^ : 
Seift'd, threfh'd, apd chain'd, he's dragg'd to)af^4; 
Derifion ihouts dlon^ the iirand. 

FABLE VI. 

The Squire 0/^4 bis Cur> 

TO A COUNTRY GElfTLEMAk. 

THE man of pur^ and. fimple heart 
Through life diidains a Rouble par^ 
He never needs the fcreen of lies 
His inward bofom to diiguife. 
In vain malicious tongues afiail. 
Let envy fnarl, let ilandcr rail. 
From virtue's Ihieljd (fecure from woujp^d] 
Their blunted venom'd fhafts rebound. 
So ihines his light before mankind. 
His actions prove his honefl mind« 
If in his country's caufe he rife. 
Debating f<?nates tQ advife, 
Unbrib'd, unavic'd, he dyes impart 
The honeft di£Utes of his heart. 
No minifterial frown he fears. 
But in his virtue perfeveres. 

But 

/ 
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But would you play the politician, 
Whofe heart's averfe to intuition^ 
Your lips, at all times, nay, yoor reafta 
Muft be controuPd T>y place and feafbn. 
Whslt flatefman could his pow'r fupport, 
Were lying tongues forbid the court ? 
Did princely years to truth attend. 
What minifter could gain his end f 
How could he raife his tools to place. 
And how his honeft foes difgrace ? 

That politician tops his part. 
Who readily can lie with art. 
The man's proficient in his trade ; 
His pow'r is ftrong, his fortune's made. 
By that the int'reft of the throne 
Is made fubfervient to his own : 
By that have kings of old, deluded. 
All their own friends for his excluded. 
By that, his felfiih fchemes pnrfuing, 
He thrives upon the public ruin. 

• Antiochus, with hardypace, 
Provok'd the dangers of the chace ; 
And, loft from all his meniat train, 
Travers'd the wood and pathlefs plain. 
A cottage lodg'd the royal gueft ; 
The Parthian clown brought forth his bell. 

♦ Plvtar€h. 

Tie 
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The king unknown his feaft enjoy'd. 
And various chat the hours employ 'd. 
From wine what fudden friendihip fprings i 
Frankly they talk'd of courts and kings. 

We country-folk (the clown replies) 
Cou*d ope our gracious monarch's eyes. 
The king, (as all our neighbours fay) 
Might he (God blefs him) have his way. 
Is found at heart» and means our good. 
And he would do it» if he cou'd. 
If truth in courts were not forbid. 
Nor kings nor fubjedts would be rid. 
Were he in pow*r, we need not doubt him : 
But that transferr'd to thofe about him. 
On them he throws the regal cares : 
And what mind they ? their own zffsirt* 
If fuch rapacious hands he truft. 
The beft of men may feem unjuft. 
From kings to coblers 'tis the fame : 
Bad fervants >voand their mailer's fame. 
In this our neighbours all agree : 
Would the king knew as much as we. 
Here he ftopt fhort. Repofe they fought^ 
The peaiant flept, the monarch thought. 
The courtiers learn'd, at early dawn. 
Where their loft fov'reign was withdrawn. 
The guards approach, our hoft alarms. 
With gaudy coats the cottage fwarms. 

.The 



138 F A 9 L £ S. 

The crown and purple rpbea they brbg. 
And proftrate fall before the king. 
The clown was call'd, the royal gueft 
By due reward his thanks expreft. 
The king then, turning to the crowds 
Who fawningly before him bow'd. 
Thus fpoke. Since^ bent on private gaiiiy 
Your counfels firft mifled my rpign. 
Taught and inform'd by you alone. 
No truth the royal ear hath known. 
Till here converfing. Hence, ye crew. 
For now I know myfelf and you. 

Whene'er the royal ear's ingrofl. 
State-lies but little genius coft. 
The fav'rite then fecurely robs. 

And gleans a nation by his jobs. 

Franker and bolder grown in ill. 

He daily poifons dare inftil j 

And, as his prefent views fuggeil:. 

Inflames or /ooths the coy^l breaft. 

Thus wicked minifters opprefs. 

When oft* the inpnarch means redrefs. 
Would kings their private fubje^b h^fur 

A miiiifter muH talk with £t»i^ 

If honeHy oppos'd his views. 

He dare not Innocence accufe. 

'Twould keep him in fuch narrow bound. 

He could not right and wrong confound. 

' Happy 
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Happy were kings, conld they difclofe 

Their real friends and real foes ! 

Were both themfelves and fabjeds known, 

A monarch's will might be his own . 

Had he the ufe of ears and eyes, 

Knaves would no more be counted wife. 

But then a minifter might lofe 

(Hard cafe !) his own ambitious views. 

When fuch as thefe have vex'd a ftate, 

Purfu'd by ui^iverfal hate. 

Their falfe fupport at once hath faiPd, 

And perfevering truth prc^ail'd. 

Expos'd, their train of fraud is feen ; 

Truth will at laA remove the fcreen. 

A country 'Squire, by whim dirc&ti. 
The true, ftaunch dogs pf chafe neglieAcd. 
Beneath his board no hound >yas fed 1 
His hand ne'er ftrok*d the fpaniel's head. 
A ihappiih Cur, alone cardl. 
By lies had baniihM all the reft. 
Yap had his ear; and defamation 
Gave him full fcope of converfation. 
His fycophants mufl be preferred ; 
Room muft be made for all his herd : 
Wherefore, to bring his fchemes about, 
Old faithful fervants all mufl out. 

The Cur on eWry creature flew, 
(As other great mens puppies do), 

Unlefs 
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Unlefs due court to him were (howxiy 

And both their face and bos'nefs known. 

No honed tongue an audience found : 

He worried all the tenants round ; 

For why, he liv'd in conftant fear. 

Left truth by chance (hould interfere. 

If any flranger dar'd intrude^ 

The noify Cur his heels purfi^'d. 

Now fierce with rage, now ftruck with dread. 

At once he fnarled» bit, and fled. 

Aloof he bays, with briftling hair, 

And thus in fecret growls his fear. 

Who knows but truth, in this difguife. 

May fruftrate my beft guarded lies? 

Should (he (thus maik'd) admittance find. 

That very hour my ruin's fign'd. 

Now in his howl's continued found. 
Their words were loft, the voice was drown'd. 
Ever in awe of honeft tongues. 
Thus ev'ry day he ftrain'd his lungs. 

It happen'd, in ill-omen'd hour. 
That Yap, unmindful of his pow'r, 
Forfook his poft, to love inclin'd ; 
A fav'rite bitch was in the wind. 
By her feduc'd, in am'rous play. 
They frifk'd the joyous hours away. 
Thus by untimely love purfuing. 
Like Antony, he fought his ruin. 

F< 
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For now the 'Sqaire, onvex'd with nci&p 
An honeil neighbooi's that enjoys. 
Be ^e (fays he) yotur mind impart ; 
I love a friendly open heart, 
Methinks my tenants ihun my gate. 
Why Aich a Granger grown of late ? 
Pray tell me what offence they find : 
*Tis plain they're not fo well inclined. 

Turn off your C*ir (the farmer cries) 
Who feeds your ear with daily lies. 
His fnarling infolence ofiends. 
'Tis he that keeps you from your friends. 
Were but that iaucy puppy checkt. 
You'd find again the fame refped. 
Hear only him, he'll fwear it too. 
That all our hatred is to you. 
But learn from, us your true eftate ; 
'Tis that curs'd Cur alone we hate. 

The 'Squire heard truth. Now Yap rufli'd in ; 
The wide hall echoes with his din : 
Yet truth prevail'd ; and, with difgrace. 
The Dog was cudgell'd out of place. 
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FABLE Vn. 
Tie Co0MtiiyArAii aftd Jupiter. 

TO MYSELF. 

HAve yoa a friend (lobk round atfdTpy) 
So fond, fo frcpoflifs'^ Us I ? 
Your faults, fo obvious to maEttkind, 
My partial eyes could hever find. 
When, by the breath of fortune blown. 
Your airy caftles were o*erthrown j 
Havel been ever prone td blam^. 
Or mortify'd your hours with iltame ? 
Was I e*er known to damp your fpirit. 
Or twit you with the want of merit f 

*Tn not fo ilrange, that fortune's frown 
Still perfeveres to keep you down. 
Look round, and fee what others do. 
Would you be rich and honeft t6o ? 
Have you (like thofe ihe raised to place) 
Been opportunely mean and bafe ? 
Have you (as times requir'd) refign'd 
Truth, honour, virtue, peace of mind? 
If thefe are fcruples, give her o'rt* ; > 
Write, pra£life morals, and be poor. 

The gifts of fortune truly rate ; 
Then tell me what would mend your date. 

If 
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[f liappinefs on wealth were built. 
Rich rogues might comfort find in guilty 
As grows the mifer's hoarded (lore. 
His fears, his wants, increafe the more. . 
Think, Gay, (what ne'er may be the cafe) 
Should fortune take you into grace. 
Would that your happinefs augment ? 
What can ihe give beyond content ? 
Suppofe yovrielf a wealthy heit. 
With a vaft annual income dear; 
In all the affluence you po^^fs. 
Yon might not feel one care thelelsj 
Might you not then (likie others find) 
With change of fortune, change of mind f 

Perhaps, profnie beyond ail rule. 

You might flart out a glaring fool ; 

Your luxury might break all bounds : 

Plate, table, horfes, • iiewards, hounds; 

Might fwell your debts : then, luft of play 

No regal incom^ can defray. 

Sunk is all credit, writs aflail. 

And doom your future life to jail. 
Or were you dignify'd with pOw*r, 

Would that avert one peiifiye hour ? 

You might give avarice its fwing. 

Defraud a nation, blind a king : 

Then, from the hijaelings in your qtnfi, 

Thou|;h daily £ei with faHe applaufe. 

Could 
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Could it A real joy impart ? 

Great guilt knew never joy at heart. 

Is happinefs your point in view ? 
(I mean the intrinfic and the true) 
She nor in camps or courts refide% 
Nor in the humble cottage hides ; 
Yet found alike in ev'ry fphere ; 
Who finds content, will find her there. 

Cyerfpent with toil, beneath the fhade, 
A peafant refted on his fpade. 

Good gods ! he cries, 'tis hard to bear 
This load of life from year to year. 
Soon as the morning flreaks the ikies, 
Induftriotts labour bids me rife ; 
With fweat I earn my homely fare. 
And ev'ry day renews my care. 

Jove heard the difcontented drain. 
And thus rebuk'd the murm'ring fwain. 

Speak out your wants then, honeft friend : 
Unjuft complaints the gods offend. 
If you repine at partial fate, 
Inftrud me what could mend your date. 
Mankind in every (lation fee. 
What wiih you i tell me what you'd be. 

So faid, upborne upon a cloud. 
The clown furvey'd the anxious croud. 

Yon face of care, fays Jove, behold. 
His bulky bags are fill'd with gold. 

See 
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See with what joy he counts it o'er ! 
That fum to-day hath fweli'd his (lore. 
Were I that man, (the Pealant cry^d) 
What bleffing i»uld I zfk befide ? 

Hold, fays the God ; firil kam to know 
True happinefs from oatwanl jQiow. 
This optic glafs of intuition ;— — 
Here, take it, view his true condition. 

He look'd, and faw the mifer's breaft, 
A troubled ocean, ne'er at reft } 
Want ever ftares him in the face. 
And fear anticipates difgrace : 
With confcious guilt he faw him ftart ; 

Extortion gnaws his throbbing heart ; 

And never, or in thought or dream. 

His breaft admits one happy glkam. 

May Jove, he cries, rejed my pray'r. 

And guard my life from guilt and care. 

My foiH abhors that wretch's fate, 

&keep me in my humb|j^ Hate ! 

But fee, amidH a gaudy crowd. 

Yon minifter fo gay and proud. 

On him what happinefs atteqds. 

Who thus rewards his grateful friends ! 

Firft take the glafs, the God replies ; 

Man views the world with partial eyes. 
Good gods I exclaims the flartled wight. 

Defend me from this hideous ilght ! 

Vol. IV. G Corruption 
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Corruption with corrofivc fmart. 
Lies cank'ringon his guilty heart*: 
I fee him, with polluted band. 
Spread the contagion o'er the land 
Now av'ricewith infatiatejaws. 
Now rapine with her harpy claws. 
His bofom tears. His confcious breail 
Groans with a load of crimes opprefl. 
See him, mad and drunk with power, 
Stand tott'ring en ambition's tower. 
Sometimes, in fpeeches, vain and pr6ud. 
His boalh infult the nether crowd ; 
Now, feiz'd with giddinefs and fear. 
He trembles left his fall is near. 

Was ever wretch like this, he cries ! 
Such mifery in fvKh difguife ? 
The change, OJove, Idifavow; 
Still be my lot the fpade and plough. 

He next, confirmed by fpeculation, 
Reje(5ls the lawyer's occupation ; 
For he the ftatefman feem'd in part. 
And bore fimilitode of heart. 
Nor did the foldierV trade inflame 
Hi? hopes with thirft of fpoil and fame : 
The miferies of war he mourn'd ; 
Whole nations into defarts turn'd. 

By thefe have laws and rights been brav'd ; 
By thefe was free-born man inflav'd : 

When 
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When battles and invaiion ceafe. 
Why fwarm they in the lands of peace ? 
Such change (fays he) may I decline ; 
The fcythe ftd civil arms be mine I 

Thus, weighing life in each condition^ 
The Clown withdrew his rafh petition. 

When thm the God : How mortals cxr ! 
If you true happinefs prefer, 
'Tis to ao rank of life confin'd, 
But dwells in e\*ry honed mind. ' 
Be juflice then your fole purfuit. 
Plant virtue, and content's the fruit. ^ . 

So Jove, to gratify the Clown, 
Where firfl he found him fet him down. 



FABLE VIII. 

The Man, the Cat, the Doc, and the Fly. 

TO MY ITATIVE COl/HTRY. 

HAIL, happy land, whofe fertile grounds 
The liquid fence of Neptune bounds ; 
By bounteous nature fet apart; 
The feat of induflry and art ! 
O Britain ! chofen port of trade. 
May lux'ry ne'er thy fons invadj^s 

G 2 May 
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May never miniiler (intent 
His private treaAircs to augment) 
Corrupt thy ftate. If jealous foes 
Thy rights of commerce dare oppoie. 
Shall not thy fleets thor rapine awe ? 
Who is't prefcribes the ocean law ? 

Whenever neighboring ftates conttod, 
*Tis thine to be the gen'ral friend. 
What is't, who rules in other lands ? 
On trade alone thy glory ftands. 
That benefit is unconfin'd, 
DiiFuiing'good among mankind : 
That firft gave luftre to thy reigns. 
And fcattcr'd plenty o'er thy pkins : 
*Tis that alone thy wealth fuppiics, 
And draws all Europe's envious eyes. 
Be commerce then thy fole defign ; 
Keep that, and all the world is thine. 
When naval traffic plows the main, 
Whofhares not in the merchant's gain ? 
'Tis that fupports the rcgaV^atc, 
And makes the fanner's heart elate : 
The numerous flocks, that cloth^he land. 
Can fcarce fupplythe loom's demand ; 
Prolific culture glads the fields. 
And the bare he^th a harveft yields. 

Nature expefts mankind ihould fliare 
The duties of t£e public care. 

Who's 
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Who's born for floth ? * To fome wc find 

The plough-lharc's annual toil afligi\*d, '*'' 

Some at the founding anvil glow ; 

Some the fwift-fliding ftiuttle throw : 

Some, {ludious of the wind and tide; 

From pole to pole our commerce guide : 

Some (taught by induilry) impart 

With hands and feet the works of art : 

While fome, of genius more re fin 'd. 

With head and tongue affiit mankind : 

Each, aiming at one common end. 

Proves to the whole a needfal friend. 

Thusy born each other's ufefal aid. 

By turns are obligations paid. 

The monarch, when his table's fpread. 

Is to the clown oblig'd for bread ; 

And, when in all his glory dte&. 

Owes to the loom his royal vefl:. 

Do not the mafoh's toil and care, 

Protedthim from th' inclement air! 

Docs not the cutler's art fupply 

The ornament that guards his thigh I 

All thefe, in duty to the throne. 

Their common obligations own. 

'Tis he (his own and people's caufc) 

Prcteds their properties and laws. 

Thus they their honefl toil employ. 

And with content their fruits enjoy. *" ^' 

* Barrow. 

G t In 
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Ia«v'ry rank, or great or fmall, 
*Vis indttftry fupports us all. 

The animalS) by want opprefs'd. 
To man their ferviccs addrefs'd. 
While each purfu'd their felfilh good, 
They hunger'd for precarious food. 
Their hours with anxious cares were.vext ; 
One day they ifed, and (larv'd the next. 
They faw that plenty, fure and rife. 
Was found alone in focial life ; 
That mutual induftry profefs'd. 
The various wants of man redrefs'd. 

The Cat, half-famiih'd, lean and weak, 
Demands the privilege to fpeak. v 

Well, Pufs (fays Man) and what can you 
To benefit the public do ? 

The Cat replies. Thefe teeth, thefe claws, 
With vigilance (half ferve the caufe. 
The moufe, deftroy'd by my purfuit. 
No longer (hall your feafts pollute ; 
Nor rat5, from nightly ambufcade. 
With wadeful teeth your llores invade. 

I grant, fays Man, to gen'ral ufc 
Your parts and talents may conduce ; 
For rats and mice purloin our grain. 
And threfhers whirl the flail in vain : 
Thus 4lMill the Cat, a foe to fpoil, 
Proted the farmer's honeft toil. 



Then 
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Then turning to the .Dog, he cry'd. 

Well, Sir ; be next your merits tfy'd. ^ 

Sir, fays the Dog, by felf-applaufe 
We feem to own a friendlcfs caufe. 
A/k thofe who know me, if diftruft 
E'er found me treach'rous or unjuff. 
Did I e'er faith or friendfhip break ? ^ . 
Aflt all thofe creatures ; let them fpeak. 
My vigilance and trufty zeal 
Perhaps might (trve the public weal. 
Might not your flocks in fafety feed. 
Were I to guard the fleecy breed ? "; 
Did I the nightly watcher keep^ 
Could thieves invade you while you fleep ? 

The Man replies. 'Tiajuft and right 
Rewards fuch (ervice £bould ^quite. 
So rare, in property we find 
Truft uncorrupt among mankind. 
That, taken in a public view. 
The firA diilin^pn is your due. 
Such merits all reward tranfcend : 
Be then my comrade and my friends* 

Addreflingnow the Fly : From you 
What public fervice can accrue ? 
From me ! (the.flutt'ripg infe6l faid) 
I thought you knew me better bred. m • 

Sir, Tm a gentleman. Is't fit ; H^ 

That I to induftry fubmi t ? 

G 4 Let 
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Let mean mechanics, to be fed, 
B^'bas'nefs earn ignoble bread. 
Loft in excefs of daily joys. 
No thought, no care my life annoys. 
At noon (the lady's matin hoar) 
I fip the tea's delicious flower. 
On cates luxuriouily I dine, ' 
And drink the fragrance of the vine. 
Studious of elegance and eafe, 
Myfelf alone I feek to pleafe; 

The Man his pert conceit derides. 
And thus die ufelefs coxcomb' chides. 

Hence, from that peach, that downy feat | 
No idle fool deferves to eat. 
Could you have fapp'd the bla(hing rind. 
And on that pulp ambrofial dinM, 
Had not fome hand, with fkill and toif. 
To raife the tree, prepar'd the foil ? 
Confider, fot, what would enfue. 
Were all fuch worthlefs things as you. 
You'd foon be forc'd (by hunger (lung) 
To make your dirty meals on dung ; 
On which Aich defpicable need, 
Unpitied, is rcduc'd to feed. 
Befides, vain felfifh infedl, fearn, 
(If you can right and wrong difcern) 
That he who, with induftrious zeal, 
Contributes to the public weal. 

By 
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Bf adding to the common good. 
His own hath rightly underilood* 
So faying, with a fudden blow. 
He laid the noxious vagrant \ow^ . 
Crufh*d in his luxury and pnd/tf- 
The fpunger on the public dyM. 

FABLE IX. 

The Jackall, Leopard, end other Beafls* . 

TO A MODERN POLITICIAN. 

I Grant corruption fways mankind j 
That int'reft too perverts the mind ; 
That bribes have blinded common fenfe, 
Foil'd reafon, truth, and eloquence : 
I grant you too, our prefent crimes 
Can equal thofe of former times. 
Againfl plain fads fhall I engage. 
To vindicate our righteous age } 
I know, that in a modem fifty 
Bribes in full energy fubfift. 
Since then thefe arguments prevail. 
And itching palms are fiill fo frail. 
Hence Politicians you fuggeft. 
Should drive the nail that goes the befi ; 
That it (hows parts &nd penetration. 
To ply men with the right temptation. 

G s To 
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To this I humbly muft diifent : 
Premifing, no reflexion's meant. 

Does juftice or the client's fenfe. 
Teach lawyers either iide's defence ? 
The fee gives eloqaence its fpirit ? 
That only is the client's merit. 
Does art, wit, wifdom, or addrefs^ 
Obtain the proflitute's carefs ? 
The guinea (as in other trades) 
From ev'ry hand alike perfuades. 
Man, Scripture fay S; is prone to evil , 
But does that vindicate the devil ? 
Beiidesy the more mankind are prone. 
The lefs the devil's parts are ihown. 
Corruption's not of modern date ; 
It hath been try'd in ev*ry ilate. 
Great knaves of old their power have fenc'd. 
By places, peniions, bribes, difpens*d ; 
By thefe they glory'd in^iiccefs, 
And impudently dar'd opprefs ; 
By thefe dcfpotickly they fway'd. 
And (laves extoll'd the hand that pay'd -, 
Nor parts nor genius were employ 'd, 
By thefe alone were realms deftroy'd. 

Now fee thefe wretches in difgrace, 
Stript of their treafures, pow'ri and place; 
View 'em abandon'd and forlorn, 
Expos'd to jttft repcoach and fcorn. 

What 
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What now is all your pride, your boaft ? 
Where are your flaves, your flatt'ring hoft ? 
What tongues now feed you with applaufe ? 
Where are the champions of your caufe ? 
Now ev'n that ve^ fawning train 
Which fhar'd the |;!eanings of your gain, 
Prefs foremoft who fhall firll accufe 
Your felfifh jobs, your paltry views, 
Your narrow fchemes, your breach of trull. 
And want of talents to be juft: 

What Tools were thefe amidft their pow'r ! 
How thoughtlefs of their adverfe hour I 
What friends were made ? A hireling herd, 
For temporary votes pi^err'd. 
Was it, thefe fycophants to get. 
Your bounty fwell'd a nation's debt ? 
You're bit. For thefe, like Swifs, attend ; 
No longer pay, no longer friend. 

The Lion is (beyond diipute) 
AUow'd the moil majeflic brute ; 
His valour, and his gen'rous mind 
Prove him fuperior of his kind. 
Yet to Jackalls (as 'tis averr'd) 
Some Lions have their power transferred : 
As if the parts of pimps and fpies 
To govern forefls could fufHce. 



Once, fludious of his private good,. 
A proud Jackall opprefs'd the wood ; 



To 
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To cram his own infatiate jaws. 
Invaded property and laws. 
The fore* groana with difconteqt 
Freih wrongs the gen*f a! hate i^S^nt. 
The Spreading marmurs reachB £is ear ; 
His fccret hours were vex'd^A fear. 
Night after night he weighs the cafe. 
And feels the terrors of difgrace. 

By friends (fays he) Til guard my feat. 
By thofe malicious tongues defeat: 
I'll ftfengthen pow'r by new allies. 
And all my clam'rous foes defpife. 

To make the generous beafts his friends, 
He cringes, fawns, andf^ndefcends ; 
But thofe repuls'd his abjedt court. 
And fcorn'd oppreffion to fupport. 
Friends muft be had, he can't fubiifl. 
Bribes (hall new profely tes inlift. 
But thefe nought weigh'd in honed paws ; 
For bribes confefs a wicked caufe : 
Yet think not ev*ry paw withftands 
What had prevail'd in human hands. 

A tempting turnip's filver ikin 
Drew a bafe hog through thick and thin : 
Bought with a flag's delicious hanch. 
The mercenary wolf was ftanch : 
The convert fox grew warm and hearty, 
A pullet gain'd him to the party : 

The 
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The golden pippin in his fift, 
%A chatt'ring monkey join'd the liil. 
V. But (opp, exDos'd to public hate, 
' i%e;ffiV^te)^^Br^.d]:ers'd the ^te. 

Thel^<log|i3i^^&uV^'i%hf^^^ . ..,. 

.As rats, before the maiifibn fails, * 'I *^' 
Defeit late hofpitable walls, ' ' . ' •: r . V 
In ihoals the fervile creatures run. 
To bow before the rifing fun. 

The hog with warmth cxpre&'d his zeal. 
And was for hanging thofe that ileal ; 
But hop'd, though low, the public hoard 
Might half a turnip flill afford. 
Since faving meafures were profeU, 
A lamb's head was the wolf's rcqu^ft. 
The fox fubmitted, if to touch 
A goflin would be deem'd too much. 
The monkey thought his grin and chatter. 
Might afk a nut or fome fuch mi^tter. 

Ye hirelings, hence (the Leopard cries) ; 

Your venal confcience I defpife. 

He who the public good intends, • 

By bribes needs never purchafe friends. . • 

Who a6ls this jufi, this open part. 

Is propt by cv'ry honeft heart. 

Corruption now too late hath ihow'd. 

That bribes are always ill-beftow'd. 

By 
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By you your bubbled mafter's taught. 
Time ferving.tools^ not friends, are bought. 

F A B L E ~ 

y. .^. The Degeneratedees, 

f the reverend dr. swift, dean of st. 
Patrick's. 

T Hough courts the prance difallow, 
A friend at all dmes 111 avow. 
In politics I know»'tis wrong : 
A friendfhip niay be kept too long ; 
And that they call the prudent part. 
Is to wear int'reit next the heart. 
As the times take a diflferent face. 
Old friendfhips fhould to new give place. 

I know too you have many foes. 
That owning you is iharing thofe ; 
That ev'ry knave in ev*ry ftation, 
Of high and low denomination. 
For what you fpeak, and what you write, 
Dread you at once, and bear you fpite. 
Such freedoms in your works are ihown. 
They can't enjpy what's not their own. 
All dunces too in church and ftate 
In frothy nonfenfe ihew their hate ; 
With all the petty fcribbling crew, 
(And thofe pert fots are not a few), 

'Gainft 
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'Gainft you and Pope their envy fpurt. 

The bookrellers alone are hurt. 
Good gods ! by what a powerful race 

(For blockhead^ may have pow'r and place) 

Are fcandals rak'di» and libels writ. 

To prove your hofiefty and wit ! 

Think with yourfelf : Thofe worthy men. 

You kn^Wy have fufFer'd by your pen. 

From them you've nothing but your due. 
, From thence, 'tis plain, your friends are few. 

Except myfelf, I know of none, 
J|pfides the wiie and good alone. 

To fet the cafe in fairer light. 

My fable (hall the reft recite ; 

Which (tho' unlike our prefent ftate) 

I for the moral's fake relate. 

A Bee, of cunning, not of parts. 
Luxurious, negligent of arts. 
Rapacious, arrogant, and vain. 
Greedy of pow'r, but more of gain. 
Corruption fow'd throughout the hive. 
By petty rogues the great ones thrive. 

As pow'r and wealth his views fupply'd, 
'Twas feenin overbearing pride. 
With him loud impudence had merit ; 
The Bee of confcience wanted fpirit j 
And thofe who follow'd honour's rules, . 
Were laugh'd to fcorn for fqueamiih fools. 

Wealth 
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Wealth claim'd diitindion, favour^ grace ; 
And poverty alone was bafe. 
He treated induftry with flight, 
Unlefs he found his profit by't. 
Rights, laws, and liberties gave way, 
1 o bring his felfiik fchemes in play. 
The fwarm forgot the common toil. 
To fliare the gleanings of hk fpoil. 

While vulgar fouls, of narrow parts, 
Wafte life in low mechanic arts. 
Let us (fays he) to genius born. 
The drudgery of our fathers fcorn, . ^ 

The wafp and drone, you muA agree> 
Live with more elegance than we. 
Like gentlemen they fport and play ; 
No bus'nefs interrupts the day : 
Their hours to luxury they give. 
And nobly on their neighbours live. 

A flubbom Bee, among the fwarm. 
With honeft indignation warm. 
Thus from his cell with zeal reply'd. 

I flight thy frowns, and hate thy pride. 

The laws our native rights protect ; 

Offending thee, I thofe refpe£l. 

Shall luxury corrupt the hive. 

And none againft the torrent drive ? 

Exert the honour of your race ; 

He builds his rife on your difgrace. 

Tis 
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Tis indaftry our ilate maintains. 
^was honefl toil and honeft gains 
That rais'd our iires to pow'r and fame. 
Be virtuous ; fave yourfelves from ihame. 
Know, that in felfiih ends purfuing. 
You fcramble for the public ruin. 

He fpoke ; and, from his cell difmifs'd. 
Was infolently feoff 'd aivd hifs'd* 
With him a friend or ivifom&ffdd^ 
Difdaining the degen'rate &iii. 
Thefe drones (fays he) theie infcds vile, 
(I treat them in their proper ftyle) 
May for a time opprefs the ftate. 
They own our virtue by their hate i 
By that our merits they reveal. 
And recommend our publie zeal it 
Diigrac'd by this corrupted ccew* 
We're honoured by the virtDOUs^ ftw^. 

FABLE XL 

The Pack-horse and the Carrier^ 

TO A.YOUNG NOBLE&dAN. 

BEgin, my Lord, in early youth. 
To fuffer, nay, encourage truth : 
And blame me not for difrefpedl. 

If I the flatterer's ftyle rejea; 

With 
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With that, by menial tongues fuppIyM, 
You're daily cockered up in pride. 

The tree's diflinguiih'd by the fruit. 
Be virtue then your firft purfuit : 
Set your great ancedors in view. 
Like them deferve the title too ; 
Like them ignoble actions fcorn : 
Le^ virtue prove you greatly born. 

Though with lefi plate their fide-board fhone, 
Their cohfcience always was their own ; 
They ne'er at levees meanly fawn'd. 
Nor was their honour yearly pawnM ; 
Their hands, by no corrupdon ftain'dj 
The minifteriiil bribe difdainM ; 
They ferv'd the crown with loyal zeial. 
Yet jealous of the public weal ; 
They flood the bulwark of our laws. 
And wore at heart their country's caufe ; 
By neither place or peniion bought, 
They fpoke and voted as they thought. 
Thus did your fires adorn their feat ; 
And fuch alone are truly great. 

If you the paths of learning flight, 
YouVe but a dunce in flronger light ; 
In foremofl rank, the coward^ plac'd. 
Is more confpicuoufly difgrac'd. 
If you to fcrve a paltry end. 
To knavifh jobs can condefcend. 

We 
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We pay you the contempt that's due ; 
In that you have precedence too. 
Whence had you this illuflrious name ? 
From virtue and unblemifh'd fame.* 
By birth the name alone defcends ; 
Your honour on yourfelf depends. 
Think not your coronet can hide 
Aflaming ignorance and pride. 
Learning by fludy mull be won, 
*Twa8 ne'er entaiPd from fon to fon. 
Superior worth your rank requires ; 
For that mankind reveres your fires : 
If you degen'rate from your race. 
Their merits heighten your difgrace. 

A Carrier, cy*ry night and morn, 
Would fee his horfes eat their corn. 
This funk the holller's vails> 'tis true ; 
But then his horfes had their due. 
Were we fo cautious in all cafes. 
Small gain would rife from greater placet. 

The manger now had all its meafure ; 
He heard the grinding teeth with pleafurc : 
When all at once confufion rung ; 
They fnorted, joftled, bit, and flung. 
A Pack-horfe turn'd his head afide. 
Foaming, his eye-balls fwell'd with pride. 

Good 
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Good gods ! (fays he) how. hard's my lot ! 

Is then my high defcetit forgot ? 

Reduced to drudg'ry and difgrace, 

(A life unwoffhy of my race) 

Mail I too bear the vile attacks 

Of ragged fcrubs, and vulgar hacks ? 

Sec fcurvy Roan, that brute ill-bred, 

Darci from the majiger thru ft mvhead ! 

Shall J, v/ho boaft a noble line^ 

On offals of thefe creatures dine ? 

Kick'd by old Ball I fo mean a foe ! 

My honour fufiers by the blow. 

Newmarket fpeaks my grandfire't fame« 

All jockeys ilill revere his name : 

There yearly are his triumphs told. 

There all his mafly plates enrolled. 

Whene'er led forth upon the plain» 

You faw him with a liv'ry train ; 

Returning too, with laurels crowned. 

You heard the drums ajid trumpets found. 

Let it then. Sir, be underftood, 

Refpedt's my due ; for I have blood. 

: Vain-glorious fool (the Carrier cry'd) 

Refped was never paid to pride. 

Know, 'twas thy giddy wilful heart 

Reduc'd thee to this flavifh part. 

Did not thy headftrong youth difdain 

To learn the condudt of the rein ? 

1 
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Thus coxcombs, blind to real merit. 
In vicious frolics fancy fpirit. • 

What is't to me by whom begot? 
Thou reflif, pert, conceited fot. • 
Your fires [ reverence ; *tis their due : 
Buty worthlefs fool, what's that to you ? 
A(k all the Carriers on the road. 
They'll fay thy keeping's ill bellowM. 
Then vaunt no more thy noble race. 
That neither mends thy ih-ength or pace. 
What profits mft thy boaft of blood ? 
An afs hath more intriniic good. 
By outward ihew let's not be cheated : 
An afs fhould like an afs be treated. 

F A B L E . Xn. 

Pan and Fortune. 

TO A YOUNG HEIR. 

SOON as your father's deatb was known, 
(As if th' eftate had been their own) 
The gameflers outwardly expreft 
The decent joy within your breaft. 
So laviA in your praife they grew; 
As fpoke their certain hopes in you. 

One counts your income of the year. 
How much in ready money clear. 



N< 
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No houfe^ fays he, is more compleat ; 
The garden's elegant and great. 
How fine the park around it lies ! 
The timber's of a noble fize. 
Then count his jewels and his plate. 
Befidesy 'tis no entail'd eftate. 
If cafh run low, his lands in fee 
Are, or for fale, or mortgage free. 

Thus they, before you threw the main, 
Seem'd to anticipatf their gain. 

Would youy Wfcen thieves weri|;|cnown abroadi 
Bring forth your treiafures in the road ? 
Woi4d not the fool abet the ftealth. 
Who rafhly thus expos'd his wealth ? 
Yet this you do, whene'er you play 
Among the gentlemen of prey. 

Could fools to keep their own contrive^ 
On what, on whom could gameflers thrive ? 
Is it in charity you game. 
To fave yottr worthy dping from (hame ? 
Unlefs yott fiunuUh'd daily bread. 
Which way cottld idlenefs be fed ? 
Could thefe profelTors of deceit 
Within the law no longer cheat. 
They muft run bolder riiks for prey, 
And ihip the trav'ler on the way. 
Thus in your annual rents they fhare, 
And 'fcape the noofe from year to year. * 

Confider, 
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Confide r, ere^oa make the bet. 
That fum might crofs your taylor's debt. 
When you the pilPring rattle (hake. 
Is not your honour too at flake ? 
Mufl you not by mean lies evade 
To-morrow's duns from ev'ry trade ? 
By promifes fo often paid. 
Is yet your taylor's bill defray'd ? 
Mull you not pidfully fawn. 
To have your butcher's writ withdrawn ? 
This mud be done, in debts of play 
Your honour fuffers no delay : 
And not this year's and next year's rent 
The fons of rapine can content. 

Look round. The wrecks of play behold, 
Eftates difmember'd, mortgag'd, fold f 
Their owners, not to jails confin'd. 
Shew equal poverty of mind. 
Some, who the fpoil of knaves were rnade^ 
Too late attempt to learn their trade. 
Some, for the folly of one hour. 
Become the dirty tools of pow*r, 
An<l, with the mercenary M, 
Upon court charity fubfift. 

You'll find at laft this maxim true. 
Fools are the game which knaves purfoe. 

The foreft (a whole cent'ry's fhade) 
Muil be one wafleful ruin made 

No 
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No mercy's fhewn to age or kind ; 
The general mafiacre is £gnM. 
The park too (hares the dreadful fate. 
For duns grow louder at the gate. 
Stem downs, obedient id the 'Squire, 
(^hat will not l>arb*rous hands for hire ?) 
With brawny arms repeat the ftroke. 
Fairn are the elm and rev'rend oak. 
Through the long wood loud axes found. 
And echo groans with ev'ry wound. 

To fee the defolation fpread. 
Pan drops a tear, and hangs his head : 
His bofomnow with fury burns ; 
Beneath his hoof the dice he fpvrns. 
Cards too, in.peerifh paflion tern. 
The fport of whirling winds are born. 

To fnails invet*rate hate I bear. 
Who fpoil the verdure of the year : 
The caterpillar 1 deteft. 
The blooming fpring's voracious peft ; 
The locttft too, whofe rav'nous band 
Spreads fudden fiuaine o'er the land. 
But what«are thefe ? The dice's throw 
At once hath laid a foreft low. 
The cards are dealt, the bet is made. 
And the wide park hath loft its (hade. 
Thus is my kingdom's pride defac'd. 
And all its ancient glories wafte. 



j^ 
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All this (he cries) id Forttine's doing: 
Tia thus fht nieditates my rain; 
By fortune, that falfe, fickle jade. 
More havock in one \l6vlt is made. 
Than all the hungry infed racer/ 
Combined, can in an age deface. 

Fortune, . by chande, who near him paft, 
O'erheard the vile a(]perfion cad. 

Why, Pah (faysfhe) what's all this rant? 
*Ti» ev'ry Wlintry-babbYe^s caSitl 
Ami thepatrorie&.of vice? \ 

It't I w)k> cog or palm the dice? 
Bid! the (huffling art rievea), • 
To mark the'ca^dsv^or' range the desil'i . 
In all th' empJp y nie tti BfmA pul^ihd/ ' ' '^' 
i inind the leaftw&r^gam«dr«psd'6;- '■* ' 

There may, (if eom^tatSbn^s Judy- 
One now and then i:6if coilldtt6b'tf^ft f 

I blame the fqbl. $ . fbr what caii'l. 

When ninety-nine my pow'rdefy? 

Thcfe tfuft alone their fifa^arimd^ti' ^ 

And not one. AiJce 6h me depefaik; 

Whenever the g^mingtbdai^nM fitr - 

Two clafTes. ofmaiikindm m^ : ' 

But if we cobht the greedy rate, • 

The knaves fill up the greater (pace; 

*Tis a grofs'errwr,..heHixi fdioob. 

That fortune alwafys faf«UTs:£ml«i: • 
Vol. IV. H In 
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In play it tiever bears difpute ; 

That do£lrine thefe feU'd oaks confute. 

Then why to mc fuch rancour fhew ? _ r . 

'Tis Folly, Pan, that is thy foe. . 

By me his late eftate he won, .?•:.' 

But he by Folly was undone. .». 

i? A B L E XIIL 

Plutus, Cvtjd^ and Time..,]^ . ; . ' 

OF all ^e burdens. man muft-beary •' - ^ '^'■ 
Time feems moil galling and {ttwi • * 
Beneath this grievous load oppreis'dt 
We daily meet fome friend diftrefs'd. 

What can one do^ Jxofeat nipe. ; - ^i; ^^ 
'Tis full fix hours befbte we dine t. ': v'* l-.- 
t&x hours ! no earthly thing to do! 
Would I had doz'd in bed till two. ^ ^^' 

A pamphlet is before, him iprcad» - '^- 
And almoft half a page it read ; - . - ^ 
Tir'd with the ftudy of the day, i i' » '•- 
The fluttering fhcc^ts.fuie tof»*d wiafy.r : 1 ;; 
He opes his fn.u£-b6i^^hums an air, "^-^'- '■ 
Then yawns and ftretehes in his chair. • >^> 

Not twenty, by the minute haiid ! 
Good gods ! fays he, my watch muft ftandlP . 
How muddling^xis on books to .pore ! ' j :• 
I thought rd readtnhoorortBoife.: ::;' 

II //'..'The 
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The morningy of all hours, I hate. 
One can't contrive to rife too late. 
To make the minutes fafter runt 
Then too his tirefome felf to fhun. 
To the next cofiee-houfe he fpeeds. 
Takes up the news. Tome fcraps he reads. 
Saant'ring from chair to chair he trails ; 
Now drinks his tea, now bites his nails. 

He fpies a partner of his woe ; 

By chat afflidions lighter grow ; 

Each other's grievances they fhare. 

And thus their dreadful hours compare. 
Says Tom, fince all men muAconfeft- 

That Time lies heavy more or lefs : 

Why ihould it be fo hard to get 

Till two, a party at piquet ? 

Play might relieve the lagging morn ; , , . 

By cards long wintry nights are borne. 

Does not.quadrille amufe the fair, . ^ 

Night after night, throughout the year ? 

Vapours and fpleen forgot, at; play . . 

They cheat uncounted hours away. 

My cafe, fays Will, then muft be hard. 

By want of (kill from play debarred. 

Courtiers kill Time by various ways ; 

Dependence wears outhalf their days. 

How happy theft, whofeTifla?»?'.er/land8 1 

Attendance takes: it off their hands. 

^ere 
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Were it not for this curfcd (howV, 
The park had wird away art ho^r. 
At court, without or place or view, 
I daily lofe an honrortwo. 
It fully anfwers my defign. 
When I have pickM up friend* to diiir. 
The tavern makes otrr burden light*; 
Wine puts oar Time and care to fHghr; 
At fix (hard cafe !) they call to pay. 
Where can one go ? I hate the play. 
From fix till ten! Unlefs I fleqj,- 
One cannot ipend the hoii» fo cheap. 
The Coawdy's no fooner done^ 
But forae afTerably'is begua, 
Loit'ring from room to. room* J Any ; 
Converfc, but nothing* hear -or fay ; 
Oolite tir'd> from fair to* fair I roan; 
Sofoon! Idi-cadthe thoaghtsofhoBBti 
From thence ta qaicken fl<MKupaoVft«igbi 
Ag;iin my^Avenvftitikb-iiMrita : 
Here too our -eftrly-moTiUBgs^'paf^ 
Till drowfy fk«p*rctard»'tl«'glitf#; 

Thu8-tHcy ^cir wrctcMed' life beiailaoV' 
And make eacir other' jT cafe- their «wir. ■ 

Coniider, friends, nohoarToUs on^ 
But fometMttg-of70or grief is gone. 
Were^yoa td-fihtrties of 4ni9Hieft bred, . 
Did )ou the pttits^^lcarning^tFtadj;'. 

Your 
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Voar hours, your day s^ woald fly too ifaA ; 
You'd then.regnet the minute paft. 
Time's fugitive aod iigivt «s wind ! 
*Tis indolence that clogs your mind ! 
That load tfirom olF your fpirits fli^foe ^ 
You'll own, and grieve ibr your tniftalce. 
A while your fhooghtiers fpleen fu^nd, 
ThentCftd^ (and if you can) attend. 

As Plutus« todivfcntbiscare^ 
Walk'd fortji <$>n^ fnoisn Jto take the air* 
Cupid overtook his ftrut^i^pig |)acc« • 

Each iliMr'd #p^ii ifce.ftitaAgQr*!^ ifince. 
Till recolleajoa :fe kniright ; 
For each knew t'other but by iiglit* 
After fom^ compUwental talk, 
TiMBmet'om, ib«w'd, and^Mu'dthetr^iMaUu 
Their chat on variput fiilgofibs rmh 
Batmofl, whateachiifld done for mm^ 
Plutus aAunes ^bsut^^ air/ 
Juil like our piir(e^pn)iid fellows hene« 

Let kings (fays he) Xrt cobkrsleU, 
Whofe gifts asMMig maidcinci eacod. 
Confider courts : What idrawe Atix traial . 
Think you 'tis loyalty or gain ? 
That ftatefman hath the ftrongcfthoM, - : 
Whofe tool of politics M geld, * 

Hs fiy 
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By that* in fonner Teigns, 'tis £ud, 
Tlie knave in power hath fenates led. 
By that alone he fway'd debates, 
£nrich'd himfelf and beggar'd ftates. 
Forego yoor boafl. You matt conclude. 
That's moil efteem'd that*s moH purfa'd. 
Think too, in what a woful plight 
That wretch moil live whofe pocket's light. 
Are not his hours by want depreft ? 
Penurious care corrodes his breaft. 
Without refjpeft, or love, or friends, 
Hit folitary day deicends. 

Yon might, £iys Cvpxd, doubt my parts. 
My knowledge too in human hearts. 
Should I thepow'r of gold difpatc. 
Which, great examples might confirte, 
I knovr, when nothing elfe prevailt , 
Perfoafive money feldom fails ; 
That beauty too (Hke other wares) 
Its price, as well as confcience, bears* 
Then marriage (as of lateprofeft) 
Is but a money-job at beft« 
Cbnfent, compliance may be fold : 
But love's beyond the price of gold. 
Smugglers there are, who, by retale, 
Expoie what they call love, tofale. 
Such bargains are an arrant cheat : 
You purchafe fiatt'ry and deceit. 



Thofe 
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Thofc who true love have ever try*d, 

(The common cares of life fupply'd) 

No wants endure, no wifhes make. 

But cv'ry real joy partake. 

AH comfort on themfelves depends ; 

They want nor power, nor wealth, nor friends. 

Love then hath eV'ry blifs in (lore: . 

'Tis friendihip, and *tis fomething more. 

Each other cv*ry wiih they give. 

Not to know love, is not to live. 

Or love, or money (Time reply 'dj 

Were men the queftion to decide. 

Would bear the prize : on both intent. 

My boon's negle&ed or mif-ipent. 

Tis 1 who meafnre vital ipace. 

And deal out years to human race. 

Though little priz'd, and feldom fought ; 

Without me love and gold are nought. 

(ipyv dees the mifer time employ ? 

Did I e'er fee him life enjoy ? 

By me forfook, the hoards he won, 

Are fcatter'd by his laviih fon. 

By me all ufeful arts are gain'd ; 

Wealth, learning, wifdom is attain'd. ., 

Who then would think (iince fuch my j^Mti) * . 

That e'er I knew an idle hour'? 

Sofubtile, and fo fwift I fly. 

Love's not more fugitive than L 

H 4 Who 
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Wit hath npt i^^ayd coijmc^Qs coff^lsii^ 
Of daysy months^ years, xnif-^fit in v^d i 
For time mif-us'd they pine aoifi w^ftp. 
And love's fwcct pleaiujcs never jtaft/e : 
Thofe who dif e^t tbev .tiflae aright, 
If love or weslfch the;r j^op^s e;xp^e. 
In each purfuit B% hpurp efx^plQy'^» 
Andt)0th by time hav.e beep epjoy'jij. 
How heedlefs then are iQOc^ls 2;^\y(> ) 
How little is their int'reft juiown J 
In ev'ry view they ought XQ.mind me^ 
For when once loft they never findi^ne. 

Hefpoke. iThe gocls no more contt^i 
And his tfuperior gift confeft ; 
That time (when troly underftqod) 
Is the moll precious earthly good. 

TheOwLy the SwAN//*i? Cock, the^vttf^f.y 

the Assj and the FAKf^E^. 

TO A MOTHER, 

COnverfmg with your fprightly-boys, 
Yoiir cycd have^poke the mother's toys; 
WW^wiiatdciight Pv^hcahi yon qtiotc^' 
Their fayings in -imperfeA note f 
I grant, in body and in mind. 
Nature appears profufely kind, 

Truft 
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Trufl AOt to tknt. A^ you your part ; 

Imprint jvft m<^iils on their heart ; 

Impartially their talents fean : 

Juft education forms the man. 

Perhaps (their geiiius yet unknown) 

Each lot of life's already thrown ; 

That this fhall plead, the next ihidl fight. 

The lad affcrt ti\t chujch's right. 

I cenfure not the fond intent ; 

But how precarious is th* event I 

By talents mifapply'd and cj-oft, ./ 

Confider, all your fons are loft. 
One day (the tale's by Mahtial penn'd} 

A father thus addrefs'dhis friend. ) 

To train my boy, • and call forth fenfe. 

You know I've (luck at no expence ; 

I've try'd him in the fev'ral arts, 

(The lad no doubt hath latent parts) 

Yet trying all, he nothing knows ; 

But, crab-like, rather backward goes. 

Teach me what yet remains undone ; 

*Ti8 your advice fhall fix my fon. 

Sir, fays the friend ; I've weigh'd the matter ; .* 

Excufe me, for I fcorn to flatter : 

Make him (nor think his genius checkc) 

A herald or an architedl. 

Perhaps (as commonly 'tis known) 
He heard th' advice, and took his own. 

H 5 The 
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The boy wants wit ;- he's fent to fchool^ 
Where learning but improves the fool : 
The college next mufl give him parts. 
And cram him with the lib'ral arts. 
Whether he blunders at the bar. 
Or owes his infamy to war ; 
Or if by licence or degree 
The fexton fhare the dodlor's fee ; 
Or from the pulpit by the hour 
He weekly floods of nonfenfe pour ; 
We find (th* intent of nature foil'd) 
A taylor or a butcher fpoil'd. *' ' 

Thus miniflers have royal boons 
Conferr'd on blockheads and buflbons : 
In fpight of nature, merit, wit, 
Their friends for ev'ry poft were fit. 

But now let ev^ry mufe confefs 
That merit finds its due fuccefs* 
Th' examples of our days regard ; 
Where's virtue ieen without reward ? 
Diftinguifh'd and in place you find 
Defert and worth of ev*ry kind. 
Survey the revVend bench, and fee 
Religfon, learning, piety: 
The patron, ere he recommends. 
Sees his own image in his friend's. 
Is honefty difgrac'd and poor ? 
What is't to us what was before ? 

We 
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We all of times corrupt hare heard. 
When paltry minions were preferr'd ; 
When all great offices, by dozens. 
Were fill'd by brothers, fons, and coufins. 
What matter ignorance and pride ? 
The man was happily ally'd. 
Provided that his clerk was good. 
What though he nothing underftood ? 
. In church and ilate, the {orry race 
Grew more confpicuous fools in place. 
Such heads, as then a treaty made. 
Had bungled in the cobler's trade. 

Confider, patrons, that fuch elves 
Expofe your folly with themfelves. 
'Tis yours, as 'tis the parent's care. 
To fix each genius in its fphere. 
Your partial hand can wealth difpenfe, 
But never give a blockhead fenfe. 

An Owl of magifterial air. 
Of folemn voice, of brow auftere, 
Aflum'd the pride 6f human race. 
And bore his wifdom in his face ; 
Not to depreciate learned eyes, 
IVe feen a pedant look as wife. 

Within a barn from noife retir'd, 
He fcom'd the world, himfelf admir'd ; 

And, 
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And, like an ancient f^ge, conceal'd 
The follies p.ufcUp lifs rcvjeard. 

Philofophers pf pl4, in? rcad^ 
Their cpyptiy's xoutb, to fcif iicfj bi;c<^. 
Their manners forifi'd for ev'ry ftf^tipp. 
And dellin'd each his pccj^pa^QQ* 
When Xenophqn, by numbpfs b^V^'d, 
Retreated, pd a pepiple fav'd. 
That laurel was not all l^is own ; 
The plant by Socrates was fown. 
To Aristotle's greater name 
The Macedonian own'd his fame. 
Th' Athenian bird, with pride replete. 
Their talents equall'd in conceit ; 
And, copying the Socratic rule. 
Set up for mailer of a fchooi. 
Dogmatic jargon learnt by heart. 
Trite fentences, hard terms of art. 
To vulgar ears feem'd fo profound, 
They fancy'd learning in the fpund. 

1 he fchool had f^e : the f row ded place 
With pupils fwarm'd of ev'ry ^acp. 
With thefe the Swan's maternal care 
Had fent her fcarce-fledg'd cygi^et heir : 
The Hen (though foi\d and lotfe to part) 
Here lodg'd the darling of her l^eart : 
The Spider, of mechanic kind, 
Afpir'd to fcience more refin'd : 

The 
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The Afs learnt n;ft9phors aud tropes, 
But moft on mufjc fix'd his h.op^s. 

The pupils now, gidy^nc'd itt agp. 
Were call'd to tre^ yft'.? byfy ft^jge ; 
And to the mailer 'twas fubmitted. 
That each might to his part be fitted. 

The Swan {{^ys he) in arms fli^ll fliine ; , 
The foldier's glorious toil be thine. 

The Cock (hall mighty wealth attain : 
Go, feek it on the ftormy main. 

The court (hall be the Spider's fphere ; 
Pow'r, fortune, fhall reward him there. 

In mufic's art tl^e i\ti*$ fs^p^ 
Shall emulate CpfE;.Li> n^mp. 

Each took th^ p^|t ti^at 1^^ ^vM'd» 
And all vyer^ eqqiUly defpis'd* 
A Farmer, at his fglly mov.*^. 
The dull preceptor thtis reprpv'4* 

filo^irh^ (fs^ii M) }?y whft( yw'vf 4oi^^ 
One would have thoiigl^ '€ii\ ^ji^ y^f^ fyf^ : 
For parents, to tl^ir otfspr^fig )^4^ 
Confult nor p^ts i^pi* turq of m^4 i 
But ev'n y^inCu^cy itfit^c 
What this, what tk)ther Ct^ {bfiuH bf . 
Had you with j^4gI^wt Wtfigl^'d tk^ c^* 
^ Their genius thm hgi^ (U'4 f^irpUw. 
The Swan ]j^^ \^f^n\ t^ foiJipr'^ 4« i 
The Cock had pl^'4 ()^ fi|l^«> |^ ; 

The 
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The Spider in the weaver's trade 
With credit had a fortune made ; 
But for the fool, in ev*ry clafs 
The blockhead had appeared an Afs. 
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77;^ Cook-maid, the TvKusriTjand tbeX)x. 

TO A POOR MAN. 

COnfider man in ev'ry iphere. 
Then tell mc, is your lot fevere ? 
'Tis murmur, difcontent, diflmft, 
That makes you wretched. God is jufl. 

I grant, that hunger mufl be fed. 
That toil too earns thy daily bread. 
What then ? Thy wants are feen and known. 
But ev'ry mortal feels his own. 
We're born a reftlefs needy crew : 
Shew me the happier man than yoo. 

Adam, though bleis'd above his kind. 
For want of ibcial woman pin'd. 
Evf *8 wants the fubtle ferpent faw. 
Her fickle taile tranfgrefs'd the law : 
Thus fell our fires ; and their difgrace 
The curfe entail'd on human race. 

When 
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When Philip's fon, by glory led. 
Had o*er the globe his empire fpread ; 
When altars to his name were drefs'd, 
That he was man, his tears confefs'd. 

The hopes of avarice are check'd : 
The proud man always wants refpe6l. 
What various wants on pow'r attend ? 
Ambition never gains its end. 
Who hath not heard the rich complain 
Of furfeits and corporeal pain ? 
He, barr'd from ev'ry ufe of wealth. 
Envies the plowman's Ilrength and health. 
Another in a beauteous wife 
Finds all the miferies of life : 
Domedic jars and jealous fear 
Imbitter all his days with care. 
This wants an heir ; the line is loft : 
Why was that vain entail ingroft ? 
Canft thou diA:ern another's mind ? 
Why is't you envy ? Envy's blind* 
Tell envy, when ihe would annoy. 
That thoufands want what you enjoy. 

The dinner muft be difh'd at one. 
Where's this vexatious Turnfpit gone ? 
Unlefs the ikulking Cur is caught. 
The fir-loin's fpoil'd, and I'm in fault. 
Thus faid ; (for furc you'll think it fit 
That I the Cook-mtid's oaths omit). 

With 
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With all the fury of a Co#k, 
Her cooler kitchen Nan forfook. 
The broomftick o'er her head (he wave« ; 
She fweats, Ihe ftamps, ihe pnSs, flie raves. 
The fneaking Car before her flies : 
She whiiUes, calls ; fair fpeech (he tries. 
Thefe nought avail. Hercholer burns ; 
The fill and cudgel threat by tarns. 
With haily (lride(he prefles near; 
He (links aloof, and howb with fear. 
Was ever Cur fo curs'd ? (he cryM) 
' What ftar did at my birth prefide ! 
Am 1 for life by compact bound 
To tread the wheel's eternal roqnd ? 
Inglorious ta(k ! Of all our race 
No (lave is half fo mean and bafe. 
Had fate a kinder lot affign'd, 
And form'd me of the lap-dog kind» 
I then, in higher life employ'd. 
Had indolence and eafe enjoy'd ; 
And> like a gentleman carpft* 
Had been the lady's fav'rite gueft. 
Or were I fprung from fpaniel line. 
Was his fagacioos noftril mine, 
Byme> their never-erring guide. 
From wood and plain their feaAs fupplyM, 
Knights, 'fquires, attendant on my jftice^ 
Had (har'd the pleafures of the chace. 

Enda'd 
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£ndu*d wjith native (Ir.eng^ and furCy 
Why caird I not the lion ^e f 
A lion ! fuchmean views.] fooi^. 
Why was I not of woman l>prn ? 
Who dares withxeafon'j pow'r co»taKl ? 
On man we hrut^ ilaves fi^pend ; 
To him all creaxures yrih\i^ pfLy, 
And luxury cjjojp^Qys hjis 4^y. 

An Ox by chance o'erheard his moan. 
And thus rebuk d the lazy dron^. , 

Dare yqn at partial fate repine ? 
How kind's your lot compared with mine ! 
Decreed to toil, the barb'rous knife 
If ath fever'd me from focial life ; 
Urg'd by the ftimnlating goad, 
1 drag the cumbrous waggon's load : 
'Tis mine to uoie the ftubborn plain. 

Break theftif foH, and houfe the grain;' 

Yet I without a murmur 'bear 

The various labours of the year. 

But then confider, that one day, 

(Perhaps the hour's not far away) 

You, by the duties of your poft. 

Shall turn the fpit when I'm the roaft ; 

And for reward fhall (hare the feaft, 

I mean (hall pick my bones at leaft. 
Till now, the aftpnilh'd Cur replies, 

I look'd on all with envious eyes. 



Hq^ 
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How Falfe we jodge by what appears ! 
All creatures feel their fev'ral cares. 
If thus yon mighty beaft complains. 
Perhaps man knows fuperior pains. 
Let envy then no more torment. 
Think on the Ox, and learn content. 
Thus faid i clofe following at her heel; 
' With chearful heart he mounts the wheel. 

15^ A B L E XVL 

ThKAvnssy tbe Sextohj j/ri/^/ Earth- 
worm. 

TO LAURA. 

LAuRAi methinks you're over-nice. 
True. Flatt'ry is % fliocking vice i 
Yet fure» whene'er the praife is juft. 
One may commend without difguft. 
Am I a privilege deny'd. 
Indulged by every tongue befide ? 
How fingular are all your ways ( 
A woman, and averfe to praife 1 
If 'tis offence fuch truths to tell, 
Why do your merits thus excel ? 

Since then I dare not fpeak my mind, 
A truth confpicuous to mankind ; 

Though 
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Though in full luftrc cv'ry grace 
Diflinguifh your celeitial face ; 
Though beauties of inferior ray 
(Like ftars before the orb of day) 
Turn pale and fade : I check my lays, 
Admiring what I dare not praife. 

If you the tribute due difdain. 
The mufe's mortifying flrain 
Shall, like a woman, in mere fpight 
Set beauty in a moral light. 

Though fuch revengi; might (hock the ear 
Of many a celebrated fair ; 
1 mean that faperficial race 
Whoff thoughts ne'er reach beyond their face; 
What's that to you? I but difpleafe 
Such ever-girliih ears as thefe. 
Virtue can brook the thoughts of age. 
That lads the fame through ev'ry ftage. 
Though you by time muft fuffer more 
Than ever woman loft before ; 
To age is fuch indiif 'rence fhown, 
As if your face were not your own. 

Were you by Antoninus taught? 
Or is it native flrength of thought, 
1 hat thus, without concern or fright. 
You view yourfelf by reafon*s light ? 
Thofc eyes of fo divine a ray. 
What are they? mould'ring, mortal clay. 

Thofc 
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Thofe features, cafl in ;keav*nly, mould. 
Shall y like my coarier earth, grow old ; 
Like common gr^s, the faired flow'.r 
Mud feel the hoary ii^fon's pow'r. 

How weak, how vain i« hunoan pride! 
Dares man upon himfelf coMde f 
The wretch who glories in yis gain, 
Am^fTes heaps on heaps in vain. 
Why lofe we life in anxious c^re^ 
To lay in hoards for fi^tuve years ? 
Canxhqfe(wheptonur'dby difeafe) 
Chear our iick heart, or^urchafc eafe ? 
Can thofe prolong one^afp of breathy 
Or.G^lm the troubled hour of death ? 

What's beauty ? Call ye that your owd» 
A flow'r that fades as foon as blown ? 
What's man in .all Us boaft of fway f 
Perhaps the tyrant of a day. 

Alike the laws 0/ life take place 
Through tv^ry branch of human race. 
The monarch of long regal line 
Was rais'd from dud as frail as mine. 
Can he pour health into his veins. 
Or cool the fever's reftlefs pains ? 
Can he (worn down in nature's courfe) 
New-brace his feeble nerves with f9rce ? 
Can he (how vain is mortal pow'r?) 
Stretch life beyond the deftin'd hour ? 

Confider. 
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Confidery man ; weigh well thy ftxme ; 
The king, the beggar is the fame. 
Doil form'tl us ^1. Each breathes his day. 
Then (inks into his native clay. 

Beneath a venerable yew. 
That in the lonely church-yard grew, 
Two Ravens fat. In folemn croak 
Thus one his hungry friend befpoke. 

Methinks I fcent fpms rich repafl ; 
The favour ilrengthens with* the'blaft;^ 
SnuiF then, the promis'd feaft inhale ; 
I tafle the carcafe in the gale. 
Near yonder trees, the farmer's fleed. 
From toil and daily drudg'ry freed. 
Hath groan'd his laft. A dainty treat f 
To birds of taAr delicious meat. 

A Sexton, bufy at his trade. 
To hear their chat fufpends his fpade. 
Death flruck him with no farther thought, - 
Than merely as the fees he brought. 
Was ever two fuch blund'ring fewh* 
In brains and manners lefs than owls ! 
Blockheads, fay^ he, learn more refpe£i. 
Know ye oa whom ye thufi reflet ? 
In this fame grave (who does me right, 
Mufl own the work is ftrong and tight) ' 
The 'Squire that yon* fair hall poifefs'd. 
To-night ihall lay his bones at reft. 

Whence 
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Whence could the grofs miHake proceed ? 
The 'Squire was fomewhat fat indeed. 
What then ? The meaneft bird of prey 
Such want of fenfe could ne'er betray : 
For fure fome diiF'rence muft be found 
(Suppofe the fmelling organ found) 
In carcafTes (fay what we can) 
Or wherc's the dignity of man ? 

With due refpeft to human race. 
The Ravens undertook the cafe. 
In fuch fimilitude of fcent, 
Man ne'er could think reflexion meant. 
As epicures extol a treat. 
And feem their fav'ry words to cat. 
They prais'd dead horfe, luxurious food, 
The ven'fon of the prefcient brood. 

The Sexton's indignation mov'd. 
The mean comparifon reprov'd ; 
Their undifcerning pakte blam'd. 
Which two-legg'd carrion thus defam'd. 

Reproachful fpeech from either iide 
The want of argument fupply'd : 
They rail, revile: as often ends 
The conteft of difputing friends. 

Hold, fays the Fowl ; fince human pride 
With confutation ne'er comply'd, 
Let's date the caie, and then refer 
The knotty point : fortafle may err. 

As 
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As thus he fpoke, from out the mold 
An Earth-worm, hugeoffize, unroll'd. 
His monflrous length. They ftrait agree 
To chufe him as their referee. 
Soto th' experience of his jaws. 
Each ilates the merits of the caufe. 

He paus'd, and with a folemn tone 
Thus made his fage opinion known. 

On carcafles of ev'ry kind 
This maw hath elegantly din'd ; 
Provok'd by luxury or need. 
On beaft, or fowl, or man, I feed : 
Such fmall diflin£tion's in the favour. 
By turns I chufe the fancy'd flavour. 
Yet I muft own (that human bead) 

A glutton, is the rankeft feaft. 

Man, ceafe this boaft ; for human pride 

Hath various tradts to range befide. 

The prince who kept the world in awe, 

The judge whofe diftate fix'd the law. 

The rich, the poor, the great, the fmall. 

Are levell'd. Death confounds 'em all. 

Then think not that we reptiles (hare 

Such cates, fuch elegance of fare : 

The only true and real good 

Of man was'never vermin's food. 

'Tis feated in th' immortal mind ; 

Virtue diflinguifhes mankind. 

And 
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And that (as yet ne'er harbour'd here) 

Mounts with the foul we know not where. 

So, good-mari Sexton, iince the cafe 

Appears with fuch a dubious face. 

To neither I the caufe determine. 

For difF'rent tailes pleafe difF'rent vennin. 



FINIS. 
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